N 1 
* | 
4 


THE 
CHOICE sri 


Of ApLE T: 


n; A 


Poeſy from Parnaſſus. 


211 0 


* 0 
"2. © 
\ YL * 


A SELECT ö or sons, | 


* ,n * 


EY moſt approved ara 3 


Wany of them warrrix and the WHOLE 


COMPILED BY 


GEORGE ALEXANDER dea. E 


e 


4 


— — — 


"0 
WHITEHAPEN: 


Printed by and for Joun Dunx' ; and Sold by 
Meſſrs. HAwzEs, CLARKE, and Cor Lins, in FS 


Pater-noſter-Row, LonDons 
MDCCLXXIs | 


9 


£4 
bf 
, * . 
7 
— * 
- * 
* 


- 
* - 


. 


N 


* * — 1 4 
. . 
2; l 
F * 3 v 


2 We 7 

| / , of theſe ballads, dear Jrgfrom a 
A Beggar, a beggar, a beggar I'll be — 346 
A beautiful lady in fair London toon + — 280 
A fond father's bliſs is to number his race 230 
Alexis, a ſhepherd, young, confant and Wn - Hy 
All hail to the king — 8 
All in the Downs ibe fleet vas moo 449 
Aubo' a ſlave Pm born and bred "319 
Among all the arts which to pleaſe d pur - 8 | 
Ariſe Britannia, ftrike il attentive can 29 © 3 
As Collin rang d one morni in Jpring — 191 | 
As Jamie gay gang d blithe Fi way —— 202 

As Jocley was walking ent midſummer n 238 
As 1 rambled one morning a maying,. — 143 


As 1 /at at my ſpinning wheel — — 8 
As I vent oer the meadows, no matter 182 
As Nell fat underneath her'icow 24 


As on Tay banks I wander*d in ſearch of my fly 2 32 
As tinb'ring Tom thro' ſtreets his trade did ery 206 
As Thyrfis reclin'd by her fide he loud b — 174. 
Taylor there was, and he liv'd in a garrtt 26 
At Llantavre Got ples her, a place of venown 323 
At noon one ſultry ſummer's d — 

A wig that's full an empty 2 | 755 — 
At Wind/or where Thame glides jo ſmoothly along 222 

At length Mother Gunter, the gods hear my prayer 339 

A man that's neither high nor low, — 257 . 
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Bazifh ſorrow lin drink and be merry boye = 18 
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.v Britons, 2 ; 1 fing, in merry lay 
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Come mirth call on muſic, call nuſic on ſong 53 


| Drink about, 


CEE 1 


Bid me when forty winters more 


— 2 
— 227 
; A+ 1 dull cart aauay — 29 
the moon H other ev wy 7 ray d 18 

| Ars $2 gl 755 a preen flag nüre pool 3 
by the fide-of a ſtream, at the foot of a 225 


By your have, Laury Grogan 45 
caſe rude Berta Bluft"Hing dir | | w_— 1788 | 
2 . s charms poor Strephon firuck — Is 
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ne, all ye jolly Bacchanals — 

ere chear up my lads, to our country be fi Pom — = 
Come, chean. us my lads, "tis to ploty abe Yer 
Came hu up 'a . and let it go round \ — 3 
Come lafſes and ads, tate leave of your dads — | 
Come Y a bbile and II tic F "your tars — 335 


1 live wrt} 7 me, and be my dn. —— 
Come Trove with. me, and be my f —— 1 
Came live <vith me, and he my Ive. An imitation 109 
Come m Þucks, Et to nr ght be devoted to drinking ; 
Cre Ruger and 7 en 75 avbert T have been — 299 


ome /orp erds, we'll follow the hearſe —— 116 


Contented T am, and contented I'll be — 78 
Confin'd ra the houſe to the age of fiftten —— 322 
1 WWN me "with the branching vine — 5 


har Chhe, while thus beyond FO — 201 
Yan Pope firft in vag ue — 138 
Dear Chloe, ome on me fa wert liess — 244 
Dear C :blee, how ; eri that pretty face 4 
Dia ye ſee er a 2 Fed ye N paſs paſs t is =_ I 79 
ar * 


Ev ry mortal ſame fav * pleaſure purſues — 154 
"I Fir 


eli ae « oil ts e — 7050 
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YR R r vo \ \q 7 
For ur fone? bells, . „ 
Tarrabri ro 8 and fareeadl M 9 — 375 
Zervid vn the gli oat: — 
Frolic and fu fr pleafure been . — 7 
From orchards of ample extent — -26A 
Py ker ur af to e — — 1 
— 5 — | at 


Wait the deftr uttivs ai EIT ao 84 
Gay Damon long fludy*d my beart i obtain | 2 
Gel atmg, fort / have 90w5 thr flu 
Gin e'er Pm in love, il ll be eoith e — Wo 


Gel jor xr urge ow king = 


Hed Nepro Neprone, lege bs too charge of the 4254 
Hail Burgundy thou j ace — * —— — 20 
Hail 3 —— 


Hark : 8 hark ! 47 th 8 bit horn 19 
Hark !*tis the auonularb note, he feels the fun . gb 
Hark, the horn calls away — — 
Here you fee, auithous deluſion — 
He hen a cuckold ts, let it not grieve bim — 216 


Hope, ſruceteſt child "of fancy born — 13 
How heavy the time voll along —  B 
How little do the landmen how | n—_— +5 


171 lipe ts grew tit, ge 1 „ = 


1 various ſhapes Pre oft been ne wes \ 
In all mankind's promiſcuous race — 
7 all the aworld in love wers young — ] 

the barn the tenant" cock — — 117 
In inſancy at Sunning- Hall — 127 
In a plain pleaſant cottage, con venientiy neat 191 
1 told my nymph I told her true — 149 
Jam marred and happy, with-wonder har this 157 
{ met young Daman i other day — 01 
1 2 weet healthy air, on a farm of my oxug 1 
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I purſuit of ſome lambs from my flicks — 200 
I tanblid about for a twelvemonth, 1 vow '—"226 


Ir penance for paſt folly x 263 
T met in our village a ſwain Halber day — 241 


F wine be a cordial, why does it torment — 273 
n 01 — — 5 


NP hwoe's-a-faveet-paſſion. A\medley . _ ——. 286 


In winter wwhen the rain taia d cauld — 313 
Zurite to true Britons; I mean not the men — 330 
F fang not of awar, neither ſing T of peace. — 327 
far * Roman or ö mad f games . 348 
22 LC \ 4 Sid 
in ele- 52 — — 2 
Leaf bim fond of fibbing in volte whom be chuſes.. 
Long time I deſpair'd a young ſhepherd to find "265 
Ler oldizrs cl, for pp or _—_— * 355 
My ue Barbathes, a3 your Blood A 
M pipe ſounds a chearfubler note, — 147 
My dog. and my miſtreſs are both of a kind — 153 
My. temples wit h-clufters of grapes I'll entwine 201 
More bright the ſun began'to dawn  ——— 212 
My: banks are all furniſp'd with bees — 219 
MyjelF betaveen Venus and Bacchus I poiſe — 266 
My na and mother, what ail em — 283 
— N 
Now we are free from college rules 33 
Now peeps the ruddy ' dawn o'er mountain lep 42 
Now England's witorious. By Mr. G. A. S. 53 


, cer ye not fifters, by laue unbetray'd — 68 


Near the fide of a pond, at the foot of a hill — 167 
No longer let whimfical ſongfters compare. — 165 
No more nf French diſhes appear in our meſs 187 
No nymph that trips the verdaut plains — 205 


. Near a thick grove, whoſe deep embow'ring ſhade 210 


Nao glory 1 cover, no riches I want, — 275 
Meer think wwe nc er think on the charmers on ſhore 268 


No more of my Harriot, of P oy ers  - = 237 
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Vat far from to2on a country /quire —— 3 -* 
Now: Europe enj0y4 @ * . o 3 " 


Da plea ee fapech WINGS, Da 
2 roſen bud ere it blows — 16 


Dre evening Good- humour. . 
D Chancer, once, t0 this re- ecboing græve — $98 


Dar forp is off — — 82 
Dn Ds he banks ca cryſtalline LIST 
the heath the hein ray — 120 . 
'er moorlands and mountains, — — i 
Once the gods the Greeks, at ambrojial feaſt” 
One ſummer eve, as \ Nancy fair — 105 


One MidJummer morning, when nature loo g 203 
Dne morning young Roger accoſted me thus — 197 

Dn a primroſy bank by a-murnuring ſfriam — 252 
Dn a brook's graffy brink, + 2 
Dh / how could I venture to. love one likethee 95 
Once more I II tune the vocal ſpeil — * ü 
Fall et, 1 town" "—_—_— | 


19 2 — 332" 
66 O Sandy, a leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn 335 
83 Once I aua nd and could not Jes — 380 


P 
33 Pray which of the; nine a 1 humbly FO 25 3 
2 Politicians may prate —— — 
* rr, re 


68 Pho“ pox o this nonſenſe, I prithes. give * 19 | 
67 Phillis to aubom none dare be rude 


223 
6 5 Puſh about the br:ſe bowl, 2 end une beare 355 


8 pp = 
— Rue the a te fa % 75 
— dan barnt and ragged, mts -— 4 ſears, — 74 


68 * 4 kke a hermit dwell | — 223 
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Should auld acquaintance be forgot 


N 


Mace wwewvent out a maying, too late I can find 142 


Sat Plato, why ſbould man be vain — 267 
Sylvia on her arm reclining. — 28 
Ste the happy country laſs 176 


Says Damon to Phillis, ſuppoſe my fond eyes 209 
Some cry up famous Dowgate hill — 236 


Says Pbelim in Ireland no longer Pll lay — 240 


"Since Jenny thinks mean ber heart's love to deny 230 


9 
Sytvias whoſe eyes are fee as 4 gun — 345 


ee beard ds ee, the focial band - i 


The man that is drunk, is void of all care — _ 
Two gods of great bonour, Bacchus and Apollo 15 
The wohift ling ploughman hails the bluſhing dawn 37 


The high poir'd lark, ſalutes the opening dawn 


To Phillis and Chloe, and all the gay throng — 


39 

The women all tell me I'm falſe to my laſs = 43 
2 

The fun like any bridegroom gay 67 


The virgin, when /often'd by May — 


The mornings freſhneſs calls me forth — 87 
The fool that is wealthy.is ſure of a bride — 90 
The World, my dear Myra, is full of deceit, '\. 90 
The kind appointment Celia made — 92 
Throw: an apple up a hill! — 103 
That life is a joke, Jobmy Gay has expręſi 115 
The ſages of old, and the learned of this day 121 
The filver moon's enamoured beam — 126 
The ſun-#n virgin luſtre ſhone 128 


To an arbour of woodbine ye both hall be l 1 29 


To pleaſe the fair, what different ways — 133 
*Tavas in the bloom of May — 144. 
Tho wi/dom will preach about joy, fir — 150 


To think on one's fallies, ſometimes is but right 152 


The truths that I ſing none deny me — 153 
The ſun from the eaſt tips the mountains with gold 158 


T he heavy hours are almaſt paſt — 160 
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While gs 
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When es 
When F 
When I. 
While ge 
Where |} 


* . ET 
a * 1 * _ 
a ' NV. IF * _—_ 
* 9 
4 


ö 8 


IT = J 
142 T hat J mig ht not be plagued... —— — 188 
267 77a. r 's my friend, my delight, and my pride on © 
288 Len loves Mary paſſing avell', = 
76 Tho” 1 | cas you, yet think not my judgment eben 21 


209 Fl faithle/s 1 heſeus Taney had got on board 189 
236 "Twas at the gate of Calais, 'Hogarth: tells, 183 
240 7% breed 5 — forth frae the barn 22% ©® 
230 The morning 1s charming, all nature is gay — 270 
To Celia thus fond Damon ſaid — 23g 
345 7 Pere was a little man — 287 
Jie girls of Kilkenny, ſo buxom and friſky — 294 
1 Len Ramble, a rate of true catholic — 302 
9 %“ in tbeſe gay days, the ladies love plays 304 
15 time my dear Meli, now to ceaſe from all ftrife 305 
37 T Auſtria, and Ruſſia, France, Flanders 325 
39 i Tis love ſpite of laaus, auill its empire maintain 342 
3 T he ſportſman may boaſt of his well ſcented hound 344 
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62 The meal was dear ftort fine — 353 

6 | f * 

60 V ulcan, cantrive me fuch og” — 

8 1 

os Unknown to the nine, * a novice in fang 50 ' | 

— While Phillis is drinking, 5 and wine in alliances 10 | 
103 Ven I drain the roſy bowl B — | 
115 When I drain th* oblivious bowl an At ' 


1214 | ine is alone the briſk fountain of mirth | — 23 


126 | hen Jenny the gay I firſt courted to wed 40 
128 When the deity s word — 50 


129 While each hee fick ſcribbler to dreſs up the fair 70 | 

133 [Ven T1 was @ girl 1 had often heard tell | 
I here the light cannot pierce, in a grove of tall trees 99 

144 8 7 gr 

150 When the trees are all bare not a leaf to be ſeen 100 


152 When ever I wed Ph hade all things my. way 124 | 
153 Il hen Fanny to woman is growing apace 125 
158 When learned folks in rhymes make @ rout 132 
160 1 bile gent 27 Atrut in their filver and ſattins 145 
UE hat Where * 


Celia fy for bell — 149 | 
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reer rom dla, Hase e %hh — 1683 
L r 4 — 26 — 166 


, Jer! « joly yung pain 171 
Where's NY rol jo blithe and clever 173 
When kn Anm teens, and threw play things afide 1 225 
Wherever I'm going amd all the day bn — 
Wal womün and wine J defy every care 20 3 
_ 1 abindbau am gazing — 247 
Ben ratur d by mot her, ſhe often times ſaid” 246 
— Orpheus abet down to the regions below 274 
Well "if 1 continue "but = the ſame mind 271 


wel, above, adi ye crities belbau — 259 
Ze good fellows al! — — 6 
Ze or Sehemers, a while give me leave 24 
Fe pins, all draw near — 51 
Ze medley of mortals «who make wh this throng 57 
Ye wot'ries of Bacchus who love a full fat 71 
Ze beiler, and beaux, attend my ſong — 94 
Te wirgins attend, believe me your friend, 96 
Te crambo companions, 4whv lowe-Jongs rehearſe 110 
Ze gels, who blab out the ſecrets of late 137 
Te maids ef the village attend - —— 14t 
Foung Molly, who lives at the foot of the hill 159 
Ne learned o'er claſſes, who pore vi gbr and day 170 
i fair, who ine thro) Britain's iſle — 193 
Young Damon perceiving Flirtilla paſs by 224 
22 s who do liſten be. 
Young Beſs hooks fae bonny 
Ye feplings, and prigs, ans word be ſmart bing 3 57 
Young Stra * he awent t'other day to the wvate 33 

Ye lads — — 3 49 
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Cyorice SPIRIT's CHAPLET:. 


SON GI. 
The School. of Axackzox. 


REciTATIVE. 


HE feſtive board was met, the ſocial band 
Round fam'd Anacreon took their filent 
ſtand. 
My ſons, (began the ſage) be this the rule: 
No brow auſtere muſt dare approach my ſchool ; 
Where love and Bacchus jointly reign within; 
Old care, begone ! here ſadneſs 1s a fin, 


AIX. 


Tell me not the joys that wait 
On him that's learn'd, on him that's great; 
Wealth and wiſdom ] deſpiſe, 

Cares ſurround the rich and wiſe: 
The queen that gives ſoft wiſhes birth, 
And Bacchus, god of wine and mirth, 
Me their friend and fav'rite own ; 


I was born for them alone. 


/ + A 


Bus neſs, 


*. 3 


a Bus'neſs, title, pomp, and ſtate, Won 
Give 'em to the fools I hate : Al 
But let love, let life be mine, _ 


Bring me women, bring me wine; 
Speed the dancing hours away, * 
Mind not what the grave ones ſay: 

Gaily let the minutes fly, | 

In wit and freedom, love and joy : 
So ſhall love, ſhall lite be mine ; 
Bring me women, bring me wine. 


6 R 
EXE) 
SONG 2. The p 
| Tis © 
4 ID me when forty winters more Lov'it 
. Have furrow'd deep my pallid brow ; Drink 
| When from my head the ſcanty ſtore, At rat 
| Lankly the wither'd treſſes flow); Aud x 
When the warm blood that bold and fixong 
Now rolls imp etuous on and free, 
Languid and ſlow ſcarce ſteals along, 
Then bid me court ſobriety. 1 
Nature, who form'd the various ſcene, Ir 


Of froſt and ſnow, of rage and fire ; 0 
Unerring guide, could only mean, a 1 

That age ſhould reaſon, youth deſire: * 
Shall then that rebel man preſume, 8! 

Inverting Nature's laws, to ſeize F. 
The joys of age, in youth's high bloom, 


And join impoſſibilities f. 1 

| n 

No, let me waſte the preſent day, T 
In wanton joys and wild excels ; A 
In mirth and ſport and laughter gay, L. 


: And ſmiles and roſy cheartulneſs, 
„ Woman 


man 


HE 
Woman, the ſoul of all delights ! 
And wine, the aid of love, be near; 
All charms me that to love excites, 


And ev'ry the that's kind is fair. 


— 
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SONG 3. 
ReciTATIVE. 


ROLIC and free, for pleaſure born, 
Dull ſelf-denying fools I ſcorn : 
The proffer'd bliſs I ne'er refuſe ; 
'Tis often troubleſome to chuſe. 
Lov'ſt thou, my friend, love at fight ; 
Drink'ſt thou, this bumper does thee right. | 
At random with the ſtream I flow, 
Aud play my part where-e'er I go. 


418 


Great god of ſleep ſince it muſt be, 
That we mult give ſome hours to thee, 
Invade me not, while the free bowl 

Glows in wy cheeks, and warms my ſoul ; 
That be my only time to ſnore, * 

When I can laugh and drink no more; 
Short, very ſhort, be then thy reign, 
For I'm in haſte to laugh and drink again. 


But O! if melting in my arms, 
In ſome ſoft dream, with all her charms, 
The nymph belov'd ſhould then ſurpriſe, 
And grant what waking ſhe denies ; 
Then, gentle ſlumber, prithee ſtay, 
lowly, ab, Nowly bring the day! 
| A 2 Let 


. 


What I ſpeak my fair Chloe, and what I writ, 


Let no rude noiſe my bliſs deſtroy, 80 wh 
Such ſweet deluſion's real joy. To th 
No m 
£ T* They 
S O N G 4 : Then 
. 4 And I 
EAR Chloe, how blubber'd is that pretty For $1 
face ? As he 
Thy cheek all on fire, and thy hair all uncurl'd ? 
ithee quit this caprice ; and (as old Falſtaff ſays) 1 


Let us een talk a little, like folks of this world. 


How can'ſt thou preſume, thou haſt leave to deſtroy | 
The beauties which Venus but lent to thy keeping ? R 
Thoſe looks were deſign'd to inſpire love and Joy 3 (7 | 


More ord nary eyes may ſerve people for weeping. See! t 
With“ 

To be vex'd at a trifle or two that I writ, Crown 
Your judgment, at once, and my paſſion, you Welco! 
wrong; Pour th 

You take that for fact, which will ſcarce be found Od'rou 
Wit— Cupid | 


Ods-life muſt one ſwear fo the truth of a ſong ? 


ſhews, 
The difference there is betwixt nature and art: 
I court others in verſe ; but I love thee in proſe ; 
And they have my whimfies, but thou haſt my heart. 


Thegod of us verſe-men, you know, child, the ſun, 
How, after his journey, he ſets. up his reſt, 
If at morning o'er earth *tis his fancy to run; 
At night he reclines on his Thetis's breaſt, 


80 Eaſ 5 qu 


Sq 


= 
So when I am weary'd with wandering all day, 
To thee, my delight, in the evening I come; 
No matter what beauties I ſaw in my way: 
They are but my viſits, but thou art my home, 


Then finiſh, dear Chloe, this paſtoral war, 

And let us hike Horace and Lydia agree; 

For thou art a girl as much brighter than her, 
As he was a poet ſublimer than me, 


„ , 


SONG 5. 


RO WiN me with the branching vine, 
Round my temples let it twine; 
See! the reeling god appears, 
With Silenus, green in years: 
Crown'd with joy, let them come, 
Welcome! welcome! welcome! welcome! 
Pour the fra grant oil, and ſhed 
Od'rous es on my head, 
Cupid ſhall the ſkinker be; 
Fill a glaſs, and give it me; 
Fill out more, you little ſot, 
Till it overlook the pot 
Mingle love and ſoft deſires, 
Tender thoughts and am'rous fires; 
Let not jealouſy intrude, 
Trivial joys or noiſy feud: 
But let's drink, and be divine, 
Let our brother Phœbus ſhine; 
Drink like him, like him appear, 
Freſh and blooming all the year, 
Gay and ſmiling full of life, 
Eaſy, quiet, free from ſtrife ; 
A3 | Fraught 
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CES - 
Fraught with friendſhip, fraught with love, 
Let the hours ſucceſſive move, 

Paſſing unregarded on, 

Nor repine at what is gone; 

But the preſent hour employ, 

With wine, or love's alternate joy! 

Thus content if rigid fate 

Calls us from our happy ſtate, 

We'll drink our glaſs, and throw it down, 


' And die without a ſingle frown. 


2 


SONG 6. 


E gbod fellows all 
Who love to be told where there's claret 

; good ſtore, 

Attend to the call of one who's ne'er frighted, 
But greatly delighted with fix bottles more : 

Be ſure you don't pals the good houſe Money- 

laſs, 

Which the jolly red god ſo peculiarly owns; 

Twill well ſuit your humour, for pray what 

would you more, 
Thanmirth with good claret, and bumpers, *Squire 
Jones ? 
Ye lovers who pine 

For laſſes, who oft prove as cruel as fair, 

Who whimper and whine for lilies and roſes, 
With eyes, lips, and noſes, or tip of an ear, 

Come, I'll ſhew you, how Phillis and Chloe 
No more ſhall occafion ſuch ſighs and ſuch groans ; 

For what mortal ſo ſtupid, as not to quit Cupid, 
When call'd by good claret, and bumpers, Squire 

Jones? | 


Th hy. 

Ye poets who write, | 437 = 
And brag of your drinking fam'd Helicon's brook, 
Though all you get by't is a dinner oftimes,. * * 


duke ; * 
Learn Bacchus to follow, and quit your Apollo, 
Forſake all the muſes, thoſe ſenſeleſs old drones 
Our Jingling of glaſſes your rhyming ſurpaſſes, 
When crown'd with good claret, a 
Squire Jones, : of 


Ye ſoldiers ſo ſtout, ? 
With plenty of oaths, though not plenty of coin, 
Who make ſuch a rout of all your commanders, 
Who ſerv'd us in Flanders and eke at the Boyne, 
Come leave off your rattling, of fifhting and 


battling, 

And know you had much better toſleepwith whole 
bones; 

Were you ſent to Gibraltar, your note you'd 

ſoon alter, | 

And wiſh for good claret and bumpers, *Squire 
Jones. 

Ye clergy ſo wiſe, 


Who myſteries profound can demonſtrate clear, 
How worthy to riſe, you preach once a week, 
But your tithes never ſeek above once in a year, 
Come here without failing, and leave off your 
railing | 
Gainſt biſhops providing for dull ſtupid drones : 
Says the text ſodivine, whatis life without wine ? 
Then away with the claret, a bumper, *Squire 
Jones. l 


Ve lawyers ſo juſt. 
Be the cauſe what it will, who ſo learnedly plead, 


In reward for your rhymes, with Humphry the 1 


bumper? 
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How worthy of truſt, you know black from 


white, 
Vet prefer wrong to right, as you're chanc'd to 
| be feed; 
Leave muſty reports, and forſake the king's 
courts, 
Where dulneſs and diſcord have ſet up their throne, 
Burn Salkeld and Ventris, with all your damn'd 
entries, | 
And away with the claret, a bumper, Squire Jones. 


Ye phyſical tribe, 
Whoſe knowledge conſiſts in hard words and 
grimace, 
When eber you preſcribe, have at your devotion, 
Pil!s, bolus, or potion, be what will the caſe : 
Pray where 1s the need to purge, bliſter and 
bleed, 
When ailing yourſelves the whole faculty owns, 
That the forms of old Galen are not io preyailing, 
As mirth with good claret, and bumpers, Squire 


Jones, 


Ye fox-hunters, eke, 

That follow the call of the horn and the hound, 
Who your ladies forſake before they're awake, 
To beat up the brake where the vermin is found, 

nn” iper and Blueman, ſhrill Dutheſs and 
Trueman, 
No muſic is found in ſuch diſſonant tones: 
Would you ravith your ears with the ſongs of 
ſpheres ? 
Hark ! away to the clarct, a bumper, *Squire Jones, 
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8 SONG 7. | 
; HE man that is drunk, is void of all care ; 

He needs neither Parthian quiver nor ſpear: 
. The Moor's poiſon'd dart he ſcorns for to wield ; 
His bottle alone 1s his weapon and ſhield : 
: Undaunted he goes among bullies and whores, 
Demoliſhes windows, and breaks open doors; 
I He revels all night, is afraid of no evil, | 

And boldly defies both proctor and devil. 

d 


As late I rode out with my {kin full of wine, 

| Incumbered neither with care, nor with coin, 
; I boldly confronted a horrible dun; 

4 Affrighted, as ſoon as he ſaw me, he run. 

No monſter could put you to half ſq much fear, 
Should he in Apulia's foreſt appear: 

In Africa's deſert there never was ſeen 

A monſter ſo hated by gods and by men. | 


Come place me, ye deities, under the line, 

Where grows not a tree, nor a plant, but the vine, 3 

O'er hot burning ſands VII ſwelter and ſweat, 
, Barefooted, with nothing to keep off the heat: 


a Or place me where ſunſhine is ne'er to be found, 
Where the earth 1s with winter eternally bound, 
of Ev'n there I would nought but my bottle require: 


My bottle ſhould warm me, and fill me with fire. 


My tutor may job me, and lay me down rules; 
Who minds 'em but damn'd philiſophical fools ? 

| For when I am old, and can no more drink, 

G 'Tis time enough then for to fit down and think. 


i 


a 


[ 10 J 
"Twas thus Alexander was cutor'd in vain, 
For he thought Ariſtotle an aſs for his pain; 
His ſorrow he us'd in full bumpers to drown, 
And when he was drunk then the world was his 


Own. 


This world is a tavern with liquor well ſtor'd, 
And into't I came to be drunk as a lord ; 

My life is the reck'ning, which rg. I pay, 
And when I'm dead-drunk, then Þ1I ſtagger away. 


SONG 8 
W Phillis is drinking, love and wine 


in alliance, 

With forces united, bid reſiſtleſs deſiance; 

By the touch of her lips the wine ſparkles higher, 
And her eyes from her drinking, redouble their fire. 
Her cheeks the brighter, recruiting their colour, 
As flowers by ſprinkling, revive with freſh odour; 
His dart dipt in wine, love wounds beyond curing, 
And the liquor, like oil, makcs the flame more 

enduring. 


By cordials of wine love 1s kept from expiring, 
And our mirth is enliven'd by love and deiiring, 
Relieving each other, the pleaſure is laſing, 
And we never are cloy'd, yet are ever a-taſting. 


Then Phillis, begin, let our raptures abound, 

And a kiis and a glaſs be ſtill going round; 

Our joys are immortal, while thus we remove 

From love to the bottle, ſrom the bottle to love. 
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HEN 1 drain the roſy bowl, 
Joy exhilarates my ſoul; 
To the nine J raiſe my ſong, 
Ever fair and ever young. 


When full cups my care expel ; 
Sober counſels then farewel : 

Let the winds that murmur, {weep 
All my ſorrows to the deep. 


When I drink dull time away, 
Jolly Bacchus, ever gay, 

Leads me to delightful bowers, 
Full of fragrance, full of flowers. 


When I quaff the ſparkling wine, 
And my locks with roſes twine 
Then I praiſe life's rural ſcene, 
Sweet, ſequeſter'd, and ſerene. 


When I fink the bowl profound, 
Richeſt fragrance flowing round, 


And ſome lovely nymph detain, 


Venus then inſpires the ſtrain, 


When from goblets deep and wide 
| exhauſt the generous tide, 

All my Hul unbends, I play 
Gameſome with the young and gay, 


When the foaming bowl I drain, 
Real bleſſings are my gain; 
Bleſſings which my own I call, 


| G Wl Death is common to us all. 
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ANISH ſorrow, let's drink, and be merry boys, 


Time flies ſwift, to-morrow brings care ; 
If you believe it, 
Drink, and deceive it, 
Wine will relieve it, 
And drown deſpair, 


CHORU 5s. 
T he fweets of wine are found in poſſeſſing, 
Its juice divine, mankind 's chiefeſt bleſſing : 
The glaſi is thine, drink, there's no exceſs in 
A bumper or two with a chearful friend, 


"Tis wine gives ſtrength, when nature's exhauſted, 
Heals the ſick man, frees the ſlave ; 
Makes the ſtiff ſtumble, 
And the proud humble, 
Exalts the meek, 
And makes cowards brave. 
Chorus, Sc. 


Tis wine that prompts the tim'rous lover; 
Be briſk with your miſtreſs, denials deſpiſe ; 
She'll cry, you'll undo her, 
But be a briſk wooer, 
Attack her, purſue her, 
You'll gain the prize, 
Chorus, Oc. 


Tis wine that baniſhes all worldly ſorrow; 


Then who'd omit the pleaſing taſk ? 


Since wine's ſweet ſociety 
Eaſes anxiety, 

Damn dull ſobriety, 
Bring t'other flaſk. . 
Chorus, Sc. 
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LCA, contrive me ſuch a cup 

As Neſtor us'd of old; 

Shew all thy {kill to trim it up, 
Damaſk it round with gold. 


Make it ſo large, that, fill'd with ack, 


Up to the ſwelling brim, 
Vaſt toaſts on the delicious lake, 
Like ſhips at ſea, may ſwim. 


Engrave no battle on his cheek, 
With war I've nought to do; 

I'm none of thoſe that took Maeſtricht, 
Nor Yarmouth leaguer knew. 


Let it no names of planets tell, 
Fix'd ſtars or conſtellations ; 

For I am not Sir Sidrophel, 
Nor one of his relations, 


But carve thereon a ſpreading vine, 
Then add two lovely boys ; 

Their limbs in am'rous folds intwine, 
The type of future joys. 


Cupid and Bacchus my ſaints are, 
May drink and love ſtill reign ; 

With wine I waſh away my care, 
And then to love again. 
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F I live to grow old, as I find I go down, 

Let this be my fate in a fair country-town, 
May I have a warm houſe, with a ſtone at my gate, 
And a cleanly young girl to rub my bald pate. 

| uu. 
May I govern my paſſions with an abſolute ſauay, 
And grow wiſer and better as my ſtrength wearsaway, 


Without gout or flone, by à gentle decay. 


In a country-town, by a murmuring brook, 
With the ſea at a diſtance, on which I may look; 
With a ſpacious plain, without hedge or ſtile, 
And an eaſy pad-nag to ride out a mile. 

May 1 govern, &c. 


With Horace and Plutarch, and one or two more 


Of the beſt wits that liv'd in the ages before; 
With a diſh of roaſt mutton, not ven'ſon nor teal, 


And clean though coarſe linen at ev'ry meal, 
May I govern, &c. 


With a pudding on Sunday, and ſtout humming 
liquor, 
And a remnant of Latin to puzzle the vicar; 
With a hidden reſerve of Burgundy's wine, 
To drink the king's health as oft as we dine. 
May I gcvern, &c, 


With a courage undaunted may I face my laſt day; 

And when I am dead, may the better fort ſay, 

In the morning when ſober, in the ev'ning when 
mellow, 

He is gone and han't left behind him his fellow. 


For he govern'd his pajjrons avith an ab/olute ſavay, 
And grew cuiſer ana better as his ftrength wore awvay, 
Iithoat gout or ftine, by a gentle decay. | 


hen x 
To m 
n their 
A bot 


W 7 — N 1 S at " 
ä N Lela ws 2 2 ö . \ 8 * bs . l 
: "DO By 8 n. _—_— N * my W . > = % * * N 
1 . — =P , 5 - IR 3: 
4 3 8 % . 3 » * 4 = 4 * Y 
— — v . k 
* 421 - * 


0 2 - 
2 : n * 
Xt A Man. 
— — 


hen le 
fi 
Aſide] 
v joys 
What 


we 


4 
2 
1 


1 


Fas -1 
SONG 13. 


I = 


WO gods of great honour, Bacchus and 
Apollo, | 4 
The one fam'd in muſic the other in wine, 
In heaven were raving, diſputing and braving, 
Whoſe theme was the nobleſt, and trade moſt 


divine. 


vrour muſic, ſays Bacchus, would ſtun us and rack 


us, x 
Did claret not ſoften the diſcord you make z 


WT Songs are not inviting, nor verſes delighting, 


Till poets of my great influence partake. 


m young, plump and jolly, free from melancholy. 
Who ever grew fat by the found of a firing ? 


Rogues doom'd to a gibbet, do often contribute 


= To purchaſe a bottle before they do ſwing, 


love I am noted, by old and young courted ; 
= A girl, when inſpir'd by me, is ſoon won 
o great are the motions of one of my potions, 
| The muſes, though maids, I could whore ev'ry 
One. 


; When mortals are fretted, perplex'd, or indebted 


To me as a father, for ſuccour they cry ; 


Wn their ſad condition, I hear their petition 


A bottle relieves the opprefs'd votary. 


hen leave off your tooting, ypur fidling and 


3 fluting, 


Aide lay your harp, and bow down to the flaſk; 


v joys they are riper than ſongs from a piper, 
What muſic is ſweeter than ſounding a caſk ? 
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Says Phœbus, This fellow, is drunk ſure, or mellow, 
To prize muſic leſs than wine and october, 
Since thoſe who love drinking are void of all 
thinking, | 
And want ſo much ſenſe as to keep themſelves 
; ſober, ; 


Thus while they were wrangling, diſputing, and 
jangling, 
Came buxom bright Venus to end the diſpute: 
Says ſhe, now to eaſe ye, Mars beſt of all pleas'd 
me, 
When arm'd with a bottle and charm'd with a 
flute. 
[me, 
Yeur muſic has charm'd me, your wine has alarm'd 
When I have ſeem'd coy and hard to be won 
When both have been moving, I could not help 
loving, 
And wine has compleated what muſic begun. 


The gods ſtruck with wonder, declar'd by Jove's 
thunder, 
They'd mutually join ia ſupplying love's flame; 
So each in their function, mov'don ia conjunction, 
To melt with ſoft pleaſure the amorous dame. 
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BSERVE the roſe- bud ere it blows, 
While the dawn glimmers o'er the fy 
Obierve its ſilken leaves unfold, 
As fond of day's majcitic eye | . 


At noon, more bold, in ſulleſt bloom, 
It ipreads a gale of iwcets around; 
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At eve it mourns the ſetting ſun, 
And ſheds its honour on the ground. 


So beautey's baſhful bud appears, 
So bluſhes in the eye of praiſe ; 

Se ripens in the noon of life, 
And wither'd ſo in age decays. 


Time is the canker-worm of youth, 
It bites the bloſſom as 1t grows, 

It blaſts the flow'r that blooms at full, 
And rudely ſheds the falling roſe. 


See, beauty, ſee ! how love and joy 
On youth's light pinions haſte away; 
How ſwift the moments glide along, 
And age advances with delay ! 


Now, beauty, crop the roſe-bud now, 
And catch the eſſence as it flies; 
Let pleaſure revel in its bloom, 

Let time poſſeſs it when it dies. 


SONG 15. 


LARISSA's charms poor Strephon ſtruck ; 
He fain would have been billing : 
But yet the fair the lad forſook, 
To ſhow her power of killing. 


Forth from her eyes ſach beauties ſtart, 
They mortal man confounded : 
The youths were whipp'd quite og the heart, 


Ere they knew they were wounde > 
B 3 Zu 


L. 1 1 
But when old Time, with ſcythe ſo ſharp, 
Had croſs the forehead ſtruck her, 
And ev'ry charm began to warp, 
The ſtriplings all forſook her. 


Oh! then the hag began to curſe, 
Her time ſhe paſs'd no better, 
Yer ſtill before that bad grew worſe, 
She hop'd ſome youth would take her. 


| But hopes are vain when beauty's gone; 
No lovers now aſſail her; 

We never into priſon run, 
But when we like the jailor, 


Then, cruel fair ones, think how ſoon, 
You'll this ſad caſe remember ; 

The bedfellow you hate in June, 
Would warm you in December. 


8 
8. O 6. 
HEN I drain th' oblivious bowl, 


Pieaſures wing my raptur'd ſoul, 
My tongue, which love and wine inſpire, 
By turns relieves tae filver lyre. 
When Bacchus fires me with delight, 
Grief ſhakes her ſable wings for flight ; 
And wrinkling cares then wing their way 
To winds that tempeſt all the ſea, 
Be it fair abroad, or foul, 
All is fair within my f ſoul. 
When I {will the roſy ſhow'r, 
Life exerts her ev'ry pow'r. 
Bacchus, full of mirthful play, 
Ever ſmiling, ever, gay, 
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His round, plump. chearful face does ſhin 
Roſy bright with roſy wines 2 
To the bliſsful bow'r I fly, 
With the fair to crown my joy. 
When the Nectar ftreams I taſte, 
With roſy wreaths my temples grac'd, 
Smiling, gay my ſoul ſerene, | 
Of life I ſing the various ſcene. 
When in wine I drown my woes, 
Balmy fragrance round me flows ; 
While to my brealt the fair does cling, 
Of beauty, and of love I ſing. 

When the wreath'd roſy bowl I drain, 
Pleaſures dart through ev'ry vein; 
My free ſoul at large expands, 
In dance I join the choral bands, 


SONG 17. 


ARK! hark! the huntſman ſounds his horn, 
Let's tipple away the roſy motn, ton, 
ton, ton, 
We'll hunt the bottle from ſun to ſun, 
And halloo the glaſſes the courſe to run. 
Ton, ton, &c. 


Each merry young toper a huntſman ſhall be, 

And inſtead of a green, wear a red liv'ry, ton, ton,*fc 

We'll ſcorn their bows, their arrows, and guns, 

We'll hunt with lang pipes, and ride upon tuns. 
Ton, ton, Sc. 


We'll charge with tobacco, and follow the cry, 
Till failing of ſpeed, the bottle ſhall die, ton, ton, (fc 
And then for a horn make uſe of a bell, 
Whoſe clangour ſhall rouſe him, and make him 
run well, 
Ton, ton, Sc. 


, [ 20 ] 
When thus reviv'd, we'll merrily ſing, 
And joining in chorus make the woods ring,ton,&c, 
Our game we'll eagerly purſue, 
Our glaſſes filling, our cauſe renew. 
Ton, ton, Sc. 
Our iong ſhall reach the diſtant plain, 
And echo ſhal! ſummon the weary ſwain, ton, &c. 
The welcome ſport he gladly hears, 
His toil and labour no more fears. 
Ton, ton, Oc. | 
A pipe he takes, and charges high, 
And after the bottle does nimbly fly, ton, ton Cc. 
At length, with equal force and ſpeed, 
He makes the gen'rous victim bleed. 
Ton, ton, c. 
As through the wound the blood does paſs, 
He boldly ventures to fill his glaſs, ton, ton, Cc. 
Nor fears to taſte the flowing gore, 
But hunting and drinking, {till hunts for more, 
Ton, ton, Oc. 
Then fill your glaſſes merrily round, 
Since thus ſupply'd with hare and hound, ton, Cc. 
While chearful Bacchus leads us on, 
We'll follow in chorus with ſprightly ton, ton. 
Ton, ton, ton. 


SONG 18. 

AIL ! Burgundy, thou juice divine! 
Inſpirer of my ſong! 
The praiſes given to other wine, 
To thee alone belong; 

Of poignant wit and roſy charms 

Thou canſt the power improve; 

Care of its ſting thy balm diſarms, 

Thou nobleſt gift of Jove. 
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Bright Phœbus on the parent vines, 
From whence thy current ftreams, 

Sweet ſmiling through the tendril ſhines, 
And laviſh darts his beams ; 

The pregnant grape receives his fires, 
And all his force retains ; 

With that ſame warmth our brains inſpires, 

And animates our ſtrains. 


From thee my Chloe's radiant eye 
New ſparkling beams receives; 

Her cheeks imbibe a roſier dye, 
Her beauteous boſom heaves 

Summon'd to love by thy alarms, 
Oh with what nervous heat, 

Worthy the fair, we fill their arms; 
And oft our bliſs repeat ! 


The Stoic, prone to thought intenſe, 
Thy ſoftneſs can unbind, 

A chearful gaiety diſpenſe, 
And makes bim taſte a friend, 

His brow grows clear, he feels content, 
Forgets his penſive ſtrife; 

And then concludes his time well ſpent, 

In honeſt ſoctal life. 


E'en beaux, thoſe ſoft amphibious things, 
Wrapt up in ſelf and dreſs, 

Quite loſt to the delight that ſprings 
From ſenſe, thy pow'r confeſs ; 

The fop with chitty r face, 
That dares but deeply dri ink, 

Forgets his queue 0 it üff F grimace, 

Grows f free, and ſeems to think. 
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RINK about, my dear friend, 
For, I pray, to what end 
Stands uſeleſs the full flowing bowl? 
Leave your ſorrows behind, 
Give your cares to the wind, 
And di ink to each jolly brave ſoul. 


For Alcide the fam'd, 
Who monſters all tam'd, 
And bound the ſtout porter of hell ; 
Though immortal his line, 
Had it not been for wine, 


Might, like them he conquer'd, have fell, 


Though Achilles the preat, 
When he fought at ſuch rate, 


He flew the great Hector of Troy; 


"Twas the grape's potent juice 
Made him wonders produce, 
And Priam's whole race to deſtroy. 


Neoptolemus too 
The ſame ſteps did purſue, 

And trac'd the fam'd heroes of yore, 
He'd in drinking relax, | 
And then Pyrrhus's acts 

Were as great as his father's before. 


And Ulyſſes the fly 
Had been drinking, (for why) 
When the Trojan Palladium he ſtole, 
For his ſubtle thoughts ſprung, 
If &er Ajax but ſung 
The charms of a ſparkling full bowl, 
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Since in drinking we find 
There's a charm for the mind, 
Let Bacchus then join in his train, 
Drink my lads, drink about, 
Let us ſee the bowl out, 
And once more we'll fill it again, 
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INE, wine is alone the briſk fountain of 
mirth, 
Vhencejollity ſprings, and contentment has birth; 
hat mortals ſo happy, as we who combine, 
And fix our delight in the juice of the vine? 
No care interrupts when the bottle*s in view, 
hen glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue. 
No care interrupts when the bottle's in view, 


Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue. 


Our laws are our own, not inforc'd by the crown, 
und we fland to them fair, *till we fairly fall down; 
t acts or repeals we diſdain to repine, 
Nor grudge any tax, but the tax on our wine : 

o Cæſar and Bacchus, our tribute is due, 
Then glaſs after glafs, my boys, let us purſue, 
To Cæſar, Tc. 


1s worſhip ſo grave here may revel and roar, 

Thelawyer ipeak truth, who ne'er ſpoke fo before; 
he parſon here ſtript of his prieſthoood's diſguiſe, 

And Chloe's ſcorn'dlover get drunk and grow wile; 
The huſband may learn here to combat the ſhrew, 

So claſs after glafs, my boys, let us purſue. 

The huſband, Oc. 


he chace of the bottle few accidents wait, 
We ſeldom break necks, tho? we oft crack a pate, 


| 1 24 ] 
If wars riſe among us, they ſoon again ceaſe, 
One bumper brings truce, and another brings peace: 
"Tis this way alone we life's eviis ſubdue ; 
Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue, 
"Tis this, Cc. 


Then o 
You are 
Apollo 

To take 


Let the 
To be h 
Ye ſons 
The wi 


( 
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SONG 21. TAE CHOICE SPIRITS LOTTERY. 


E national ſchemers, a while give me leave, 
A ſcheme I'll advance that ſhall no one 
deceive ; | 
No Eumbug, I mean, ſet on foot by the great, 
Tho? a lottery's my ſcheme—it is not of the ſtate, 


No H ds your tickets divide into ſhares, 
To plunder your pockets and heighten your cares, 
No blanks to depreſs you come in my deſign, 
The wheel is good humour'd—the prize is good 
wine. | 


Ye love 
Leave y. 
Old and 


This eve 


From a ſcheme ſuch as this, what delight muſt | 
accrue 

To a people who always give Bacchus his due ? 

Choice god of the grape, by thy virtues inſpir'd, 

The caufe Þ!1 relate you, ſo juſtly admir'd. 


A; 
T 
oung ( 
Sat kr 
Each flet 
Vith ſu 
s woul 
And v 
er favꝰ 
le ſaw 1 
et whe 
She Wi 
dhe let h 


Tis wine gives that freedom we always maintain, 
The ſlave fill'd with claret deſpiſes his chain 
"Tis wine gives us wit and enobles our ſenſe, 
And aids fancy's flight as new ſpirits commence. 


The hero aſpires to conqueſt and arms, 
The lover deſpiſes his miſtreſs's charms ; 


a : Aud hur 
The preacher delivers his precepts ſo fine, But frat | 
Replete with the pow'r-giving juice of the wine, fa we 


Then 


4 #9. 1 | 


Then our lottery attend, all wholove friſk and fun, 
You are ſure of a prize tor no more than a crown ; 
Apollo and Bacchus here jointly agree, 
To take off the hyp, and renew you with glee. 


Ce: 


Let the vot'ry of Plutus, who values his pelf, 

To be happy for once — ſteal a crown from himſelf. 

Ye ſons of the turf, leave your tricking and hes, 

The whole courſe is a blank—here you're {ure 
of a prize. 


Ye lovers, ye fops, or whatever may pleaſe, 

Leave your fighing and care, here you'll quickly 
find eaſe ; 

Old and young, great and little, attend to my call, 

This evening we draw, Sir, at—Comus's hall. 


6 


SONG 22, 


T noon one ſultry ſummer's day, 
The brighteſt lady of the May, 
oung Chloxis, innocent and gay, 
Sat knotting in a ſhade. 
Lach {lender finger play'd its part, 
Vith ſuch activity and art, 
s would enflame a youthful heart, 
And warm the molt decay'd. 
er tav*rite ſwain by chance came by, 
le ſaw no anger in her eye, 
et when the baſhful boy drew nigh, 
She would have ſeem'd afraid. 
dhe let her ivory needle fall, 
ind hurla away the twiſted ball; 
but ſtrait gave Strephon ſuch a call, 
As would have rais'd the dead, 
+ C D-ar 


ne, 
*hen 


1 26 ] 
Dear, gentle youth, there's none but thee, 
With innocence, I dare be free; 
Ry ſo much truth and modeſty 
No nymph was cer betray'd. 
Come, lean thy head upon my lap, 
While thy ſmooth cheeks I ſtroke and clap, 
Thou mayſt ſecurely take a nap : 
Which he, poor fool, obey'd. 
She ſaw him yawn, and heard him ſnore, 
And found him faſt afleep all o'er ; 
She ſigh'd, and could endure no more, 
But ſtarting up, ſhe ſaid, 
Such virtue ſhall rewarded be ; 
For this thy dull fidelity, 
Pl truſt thee with my flocks, not me; 
Purſue thy grazing trade ; 
Go, milk thy goats, and ſhear thy ſheep, 
And watch all night thy flocks to keep ; 
Thou ſhalt no more be lull'd aſleep 
By me, miſtaken maid. 


— ꝶ6H— ———__ 


SONG 23. 


OME, all ye jolly Bacchanals, 
That love to tope good wine, 

Let us offer up a hogthead 
Unto our matter's ſhrine, | 
And a-toping we will go, Cc. 


Then let us drink, and never ſhrink, 
For Ii! give a reaſon why; 
"Tis a great fin to leave a houſe, 
Till we've drank the cellar dry. 
And a-toping, Oc. 


In time 
I dr: 
But Ba 
He t 
A 


He fill 
And 
But hat 


And ev 
Goo: 


11 


In times of old T was a fool, 
I drank the water clear; 
But Bacchus took me from that rute, 
He thought *twas too ſevere, 
And a-toping, Cc. 


He fill'd a goblet to the brim, 
And bade me take a ſup, 
But had it been a gallon- pot, 
By Jove I'd toſs'd it up. 
And a-toping, Qc. 


And ever ſinee that happy time, 
Good wine has been my cheer; 
Now nothing puts me in a ſwoon, 
But water or ſmall beer, 
And a- toping, c. 


Then let us tope about, my boys, 
And never flinch, nor ff; 
But fill our ſkins brimſul of wine, 
And drain the bottles dry. 
And a toping, Tc. 


r * 


SONG 24. 


ET a ſet of ſober aſſes 

Rail againſt the joys of drinking, 
While water, tea, | 
And milk agree, 
To {et cold brains a-thinking ; 
Power and wealth, 
Beauty, health, 

= Wit 


28 
Wit and mirth in wine are crown'd : 
oys abound, 
Pleaſure's found 
Only where the glaſs goes round. 


The ancient ſects on happineſs 
All differ'd in opinion; 
But wiſer rules 
Of modern ſchools, 
In wine fix their dominion. 


Power and wealth, Oc. 


Wine gives the lover vigour, 
Makes glow the cheeks of beauty, 
Makes poets write, 
And ſoldiers fight, 
And friendſhip do its duty. Power, Sc. 
Wine was the only Helicon, 
Whence poets are long: liv'd ſo; 
T 'was no other main, 
Than briſk champaign, 
Whence Venus was deriv'd too. 


When heav'n in Pandora's box 
All kinds of ill had ſent us, 
In a merry mood, 


A bottle of good, 


Was cork'q up, to content us. Power, Ge. 


All virtues wine is nurſe to, 
Of ev'ry vice deſtroyer, 

Gives dullard's wit, 

Makes juſt the cit, | 
Truth forces from the lawyer. Power, &c. 


Wine 


Power, He. 


B* 


In your 
Let n 
We all 
From d 
But he 
Ther 


When ( 


To emb 
Is lef 
But Bac 
Poſſe ſſic 
We alu 
And 


All mal 


No part 
They 


c. 


e. 


Je. ö 
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Wine ſets our joys a flowing, 


Our care and ſorrow drawning. 
Who rails at the bowl, 
Is a Turk in's ſoul 


And a Chriſtian ne'er ſhould own him: 


Pow'r and wealth, Cc. 


SONO m1 


Y drinking drive dull care away, 
B Be brisk and airy, 
Never vary 

In your tempers, but be gay. 

Let mirth know no ceſſation; 
We all were born (mankind agree) 
From dull reflection to be free; 
But he that drinks not cannot be: 

Then anſwer your creation. 


When Cupid wounds, grave Hymen heals 
Then all your whining, 
Wiſhing, ſtriving 

To embrace what beauty yields, 

Is left when in poſſeſſion ; 

But Bacchus ſends ſuch treaſure forth, 

Poſſeſſion never palls its worth, 

We always, wiſh'd for't from our birth, 

And ſhall for ever wifh on. 


All malice here is flung aſide, 
Each takes his glaſs, 
No healths do paſs, 
No party-feuds here e'er abide, 
They nought but 2 Pan A 
3. 


„ 
We only meet to celebrate 
The day which brought us to this ſtate, 
But not to curſe nor yet to hate 
The hour of our creation. 


—_— — MH n — 


SONG 26. To the REA PDR. 


By Mr. GzorRGEe ALEXANDER STEVENS. 


To any tune you can find will ſuit it. 


| friend; 
From an oddity, whom, or to blame or commend, 
No mortal e'er gave himſelf trouble. 
Praiſe is but a vapour, and cenſure the ſame, 
And each lunatic ſchemer, who pines after fame, 
But makes himſelf vanity's bubble. 


This ſcribling, this pen-and-ink-itch, is a crime, 
Yet heaven forgive each poor ſinner in rhyme, 
I no more can help writing than eating. 
By a mad poet bit I rave out in verſe, 
As *prentices, crack-brain'd, theatric rehearſe, 
All be-Barry'd, Othello repeating. 


Parnaſſus and Pegaſus, cold Hyppocrene, 

Are words only form'd to give ſchool-boys the 
ſpleen, 

By the curl-pated pedant Apollo, 

Let the nine muſes ſlide o'er the imooth-ſhav'n 
glades, 

No aid VII accept from thoſe tea drinking maids, 

But Bacchus with bumpers I'II follow. 


The 


CCE of theſe ballads, dear fir, from a 


The Ep 
Are pat 
With 
But wh: 
The dai 
Com] 


That, I 
Not cur 
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Pray wh 
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T 
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OM 
Av 
For ever 
And a 
There's 
To jig 


Begin ſay 


We'll 


1 1 
The Epic, Iambic, Pindaric and Sapphie, 
Are — of poetry wherewith bards traffick, 
With many more names that are harder. 
But what are all theſe to a beef and wine feaſt ? 
The dainties of Heſiod and Homer's a jeſt, 


Compar'd to the wit of a larder. 


That, I always prefer to a claſſical treat, 
Not cur- like, the ſhadow exchange for the meat, 
There's more wit in eating than thinking. 
Pray what are all ſimilies, to a furlom? _ 
Or the what-d'ye-call ſtream, to a ſtream of good 
wine ? 3 
For merit is center'd in drinking. 


The choice-ſpirit Horace has made us ſome verſes, 
And ruſtical Roundelays Virgil rehearſes, 

To be ſure they have ſaid ſome things clever. 
But what are all rhymes to a round of _ toaſts, 
And then for the metaphors—we've boil'd and 
roaſt, 


j, So beef and a bumper for ever. 


SONG 27. THE CounTay Ware, 


OME laſſes and lads, take leave of your dads, 
Away to the may-pole hie; 
For every he, has got him a ſhe, 
he And a fiddler ſtanding by : 
There's Willy has got his Jill, and Johnny has 
got his Joan, - 
„n To jig it, jig it, jig it, jig it, jig it up and down. 


18, Begin ſays Harry, aye, aye, ſays Mary, 
We'll lead up Packington's pound; 
he No, 
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1 32 } 
No, no, fays Nell, and no fays. Doll, 
We'll firſt have St. Ledger's round: 


Then every man did put—his hat off to his laſs, t] 
And every maid did curt'ſy, eurt'fy, curt'fy on 

| the. graſs. : | hus, t] 

| And t. 

Strike up ſays Watt, agreed ſays Kate, Vith fin 

. I pray the fiddler play : cis From 

Content ſays Hodge, and fo ſays Madge, hey to! 

For this is a holiday: h 

Then every man began—to foot it round about, And « 

And every maid did jetty it, jetty it, jetty it in P 

and out. 

, 300d nig 

You're out ſays Dick, you lie ſays Nick, | yu | 

The fiddler plays it falſe ; 8 4 

And ſo ſays Hugh, and ſo ſays Sue, CE 


A. ſo fays nimble Elſe : b 

he fiddler then began to play the tune again, 

And every maid did trip it, trip it, trip it unto Each 
the men, 


Let's kiſs fays Nan, content fays Jane, 
And ſo fays every ſhe ; 
How many ſays Nat, why three ſays Matt, 
For this is, a maiden's fee : 
But wy inſtead of three, did give them half a 
core, 
The men in kindneſs, Eindaeſs, kindneſs, gave 


them as many more. 


Then after an hour they went to a Lower 
To play for ale and cakes :; 

And kiſſes teu til they were due, 
The laſſes held che lakes: 


E 
rhe women then began — to quarrel with the men, 
And bid them take their kiſſes back and give 
iſs, them their own again 

hus, thus they ſat, until it was late, 

And tir'd the fiddler quite, 

Vith ſinging and playing, without any paying, 

From morning until night : 

hey told the fiddler then, they'd pay him for 

his play, 

And each gave two pence, two pence, two 


t, 
pence, two pence and went their way. 


t in 


300d night ſays Ciſs, good night ſays Priſs, 
Good night ſays Harry to Doll ; 
;ood night ſays John, good night ſays Joan, 
Good night ſays every one : 
dome ran, ſome went, ſome ſtaid ; ſome tarry'd 
by the way; | 
Each bound themſelves in killes twelve, to 


8 meet the next holiday. 


ä 


SONG 28. A TEcnunicaLl, Drnwrcih 
CLASSICAL Ballad. 


By Mr. Georxce ALEXANDER STEVENS. 
Tune: Johnny Adair of Kilternan. 


Nax we are free from College rules, 
From ſyſtems out of ſeaſon ; 
From lumber of the uns ſchools, | 
And ſyllogiſtic | 
Never more we'll hive e defin'd 
If matter thinks or thinks not; 
the matter we ſhall mind, 
Is he who drinks, or drinks nat. Meta- 


If a 


ave 


[he 


( 34 1 
Metaphyſical to trace, 


The mind or foul abſtrated ; 


a 2 
— 
— —  - 


That tempus 74 bibeudum: | 


SONG 


} 4 Or prove infinity of ſpace, 
il | By cauſe on cauſe effected. T 
EF) Better foals we can't become, 
1 By immaterial thinking; V ti 
1 And as to ſpace, we want no room, B A 
hk q But room enough to drink in. When R 
1 I pee. 
4 Plenum, vacuum, minus, plus, 
UW Are learned words and rare too; 
We: | Thoſe terms our tutors may diſcuſs, Nay, na 
1 And thoſe that pleaſe, may hear too. I kno 
4 ö A ple:am in our wine we ſhow, It may | 
1 With plus and plus behind, ſir; In a x 
W. And when our caſh is minus low, 
1 A vacuum ſoon we find, ſir. 
3 Quoth I 
*M Newton talk'd of lights and ſhades, And « 
nt And different colours knew, fir ; D'ye thi 
tt Don't let us diſturb our heads, [ anſy 
ov We will but ſtudy two, fir. 
White and red our glaſſes boaſt, 
True humour's rarefa&tion ; But reſo 
After him we'll. name our toaſty And | 
The centre of attraction. And ſw 
| c 
On that n we'll declaim, You j 
With Stratum ſuper firatum ; 
There's magic in the mighty name, 
Tis nature's poſula um. But ſoor 
Wine in nature's next to love, That 
Then wiſely let us blend ' em; And tho 
Firſt though phyſically proves For tli 


NG 


W 
SONG 29. 


Tune: Paſs about the briſk bowl, Ice 


Y the light of the moon Yother ev*ningTtray'd 
B A mile by the fide o'the brook ; 
When Roger ſtept up with, how do you, fair maid? 
I peeviſhly anſwer' d, go look go look— 

I pee viſply anſever d, go look. 


Nay, nay, he reply'd, why ſo angry with me ? 
I know you meet Robin the cook ; _ 
It may be you now are a waiting for he. 
In a paſſion I anſwer'd, go look—go look— 


Ir a paſſion I anſwer'd, go look. 


Quoth he, you love muſic, Pve heard them to ſay; 
And out he an inſtrument took 
D'ye think, ſaid he, Bob or I better can play ? 
[ anſwer'd him fellow, go look—g0 look— 
IT anfaver'd him fellow, go look. 


But reſolute grown, he ſeiz'd faſt o'my hand, 
And forc'd me fit down in the nook ; 
And ſweet, ſaid he, tell me what tunes you 
command. 
You puppy, Ianſwer'd go look—go look— 
You puppy, I anſwer'd go look. 


But ſoon, with his flute, he ſo raviſh'd my heart, 
That I never dreamt more of the cook ; 
And thoſe who imagine I've told but a part, 
For tlie reſt of the ſtory may look may look 
For the reſt of the ſtory may hook. 


SONG 


1. 


SONG 30. Entitha, Bax BA bOoSs VoLvux: 
TEERS : by anofficer of the corps that went upon 
the expedition againſt Martinico. 


To the ſame tune, as the foregoing ſongs 


HE 


The thru 


Y lads of Barbadoes, remember your blood, WF 5:4 fin; 
*Tis the blood cf a ſoldier that warms on And the 
Remember, my lads, that your quarrel is good, 
Tis the cauſe of your country that arms you, 
My boys, &c. Ec. 
| Awe: 
Our brothers of Europe, by ſea and by land, And ni 
All over the globe are victorious : PII 
Hark ! from us of Barbadoes an aid they demand, See, YO 
And we too will dare to be glorious, Then P 
For ſhall we no more but our pedigree claim, _ Tis a ( 
From heroes who figur'd of old ? Vhat COL 
We'll prove our deſcent by maintaining their ſame, Betwix 
By actions as hardy and bold. 
Eac| 
To ſave Martinico, the trembling monſieurs In cove 
Their incroachments would gladly ſurrender; So h 
But treacherous treaties, and falſhood like theirs, And le 
Now only true conquelt can hinder. V'er rock 
All haz 
Then haſte, my brave boys, glorious Moncton to Heut Rey 
Already the army is near ; join, Cheer 
The ſeaſon for us and for ſeamen is fine, 
*Tis the foe has a tempeſt to fear. R ny 
ee h 
Then, lads of Barbadoes, remember your blood, 
Tis the blood of a Soldier that warms you; His! 
Remember, my lads, that your quarrel is good, Who o 


Tis the cauſe of your country that arms you, 
1 2 75 Se. 


191 
SONG 31. 


Rncirtative | 
HE whiſtling ploughman bails the bluſhing 


dawn, 

The thruſh melodious drowns the ruſtic note, 
,oud fings the blackbird thro” reſounding groves, 
And the lark ſoars to 1neet the riſing ſun, 


Alix. 


Away, to the copſe lead away; 
And now, my boys, throw off the hounds; 
[11 warrant he ſhews us ſome play: 
See, yonder he ſkulks thro? the grounds. 
Then ſpur your briſk courſers, ay {ſmoke em my 
bloods ; 
Tis a delicate ſcent- ly ing morn : 
V hat concert is equal to thoſe of the woods, 
me, Betwixt echo, the hounds and the horn. 
Each earth ſee he tries at in vain, 
In cover no ſafety can find ; 
So he breaks it, and ſcours amain, 
And leaves us at diſtance behind. 
D'er rocks, and o'er rivers, and hedges we fly, 
All hazard and danger we ſcorn ; 
tout Reynard we'll follow until that he die ; 
Cheer up the good dogs with the horn. 


And now he ſcarce creeps thro? the dale, 
See his bruſh, how it drops !—— ſee his 
tongue; 
His ſpeed can no longer avail; 
d, Who of late was ſo cunning and ſtrong 
1 From 


181 


From our ſtaunch and fleet pack *twas in vain that 


he fled, 
See they tear him—bemir'd—forlorn 
'The farmers with pleaſure behold him lie dead, 
And ſhout to the ſound of the horn. 


— 


SONG 32. Tur CnIuxET SWEEPER, 


N various ſhapes I've oft been known, 
To pleaſe your ears and eyes ; 


1 


Nor I the only one in town, 
'That wears the black diſguiſe. 
Sweep! faveep ! faverp !——/ort bn ! 


In ſpite of mocks, or flouts, or fleers, 
A truth I muſt impart ; 

No chimney half ſo foul appears, 
As doth the human heart. 


The learned lawyers could I win 
To give their briefs to me; 
From foul demurs, and many a ſin, « 


My bruſh ſhou'd ſet them free. 


Obſerve the doctors as they roll, 
To ſcrape from all degrees ; 

Much ſweeping wants each ſooty ſoul, 
All clogg'd with filthy fees. 


Behold yon prieſt, ſo neat and trim, 

That vicious reverend beau ! 
There's no ſuch thing as cleanſing him, 
The Devil and I do know, 


he it; 
Had 
His co 


And 


80 


T 


The dri 
Acroſs t 
And Phe 


With 

h 

We'll ro 
dee, ſee | 


ark! ha 


With ſco 
He leaps 
No more 
Tan ta ra 


His ſuit te 
je ſaints 


Dead! de: 


19 3 


he ſtateſman with that brow ſevere, 
Had been as well forgot — 

His conſcience is as ermin clear, 
And therefore needs me not. 


that 


— 


SONG 33. A HuxTinG CAN TATA. 


N. RACHTATILIY bh 


TE; high pois'd lark, ſalutes the opening 
dan; 

The dripping cowllips rear their dewy heads; 

Acroſs the copſe the ruddy milkmaid chants, 

And Phoebus tints with gold his Wicklow hills. 


AIR. | 
With well ſcented hounds, and with jolly-ton'd- 


horn, 

We'll rouſe the proud ſtag with the firſt of the morn. 
See, ſee from the covert, how ſtoutly he ſprings: 
lark! hark! the pack opens ;—'tis muſic for kings. 

With ſcorn and diſdain how he ſnuffs up the wind, 
He leaps the park wall, and he throws us behind. 
No more he perceives us, gets rid of his pain; 
Tan ta ra, ſays echo They're with you again. 


Thro' woodlands then he leads the ſweep, 
He fords the river, climbs the ſteep ; 
The brow he gains ——he ſtops he turns, 
He fears he pants he chill. The burns 


To the herd then he ſcours amain; 
His ſuit to the herd proves in vain; 
Tſe ſaints ! he drops ! the huntſman cries 
Dead! dead! ware Haunch ! he dies, he dies. 
D 2 SONG 
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SONG 34. 
HEN Jenny the gay I firſt courted to 


wed, 
Whole reams I of love to her ſent ; 
But back ſhe return'd them, and ſcornfully ſaid, 
That ſhe cou'dn't tell what the fool meant. 


Reſolv' d not to give up the matter ſo tame, 
1 follow'd wherever ſhe went; 
At the park —at the play—at the rout *twa 
the ſame ; 
Still ſhe cou'dn't tell what the fool meant. 


Her maid was my friend ; and advis'd me to hope; 
Or elſe I had quitted the ſcent ; ; 

For my tale ſhe wou'd ſtop, if my lips I did ope, 
With——ſhe cou'dn't tell what the fool meant 


But Molly, in lieu of a handful of gold, 
In the chamber of Jenny me pent ; 


Three long hours and more I lay hiv? ring with 


cold, 
That the girl might know what the fool meant, 


But what are theſe hours, nay threeſcore and three, 
To be crown'd at the laſt with content 

Young Jenny's no longer hard hearted to me, 
Since I ſhew'd her What 'twas the fool meant. 


SONG 
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SONG 35. 


Tune: The old Woman of Grimftone. 


OLITICIANs may prate 
P On affairs of the ſtate, 
And wrangle and make a great rout ; 
But our voices we'll join 
In the praiſe of good wine, 
So my friends puſh the bottle about, Brave boys, 
So my friends puſh the bottle about. 


"Tis this makes us bold, 
And will keep out the cold, 
Such virtues in claret combine; 
While the flaſk is in view, 
Our joys are ſtill new, 
And our cares are all drown'd in good wine, &c, 


That fellow's an aſs, 
Who would ſneak from his glaſs, 
For ſome inſolent Chloe to whine; 
Let him come no more here, 
For by Bacchus I ſwear, 
He's not worthy to taſte of our wine, Oc. 


The neQar of old, 
That ſo much is extoll'd, 
Which the deities drink when they dine; 
Let none hence deceive ye, 
For if you'll believe me, 
Their nectar's no more than good wine, c. 


Thoſe hero's ſo ſtout, 
Who our enemies rout, 
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And to glory ſo much do incline; 
: Was the flaſk out of ſight, 


They no longer could fight, The 
So the praiſe is all dus to good wine, Oc. * pt 
The poet whole wit, For t 
Each humour can hit, 1 told y. 
Who with rapture makes flow ev'ry line; Twas | 
What tho? he may chuſe, 
Other names for his muſe, 90 
Yet the name of the muſe---is good wine, &c, And flo 
The prieſt ſo devout, 
His text to help out, The cha 
Seeks relief in his cardinal fine ; Quickſe 
After taking a ſup, Till thi 
From a full flowing cup, Then 
Cries “ There's nothing on earth like good wine,” 
Te 
O'er t 
To ſum up my ſong. That i 
That you mayn't think it long, Drin 
Tho?” the ſubject you'll own is divine; We 
From the eaſt to the weſt And now 
By all folks tis confeſt, The rich 
1 hat there's nothing can equal good wine, bra? 
boys, c. 
3 For no ſp 
SONG 36. A HuxrI NG CAR TATA 
eien: 80 
N = peeps the ruddy dawn o'er mountain top. f III 
4 Its different notes each feather' d warbler tunes T 
The milkmaid's carol glads the ploughman's car, 
The jolly kuntſ:nan winds his c:cartut horn, To you 


_ , * . , 3 £4 v 1 . & , 
And ihe faunch pack return the io d ſalute. And, if } 


ae, 


Ad 


=» 
AIX. 


The hounds are unkennel'd, and now, 
Thro' che copſe and the furze will we lead, 
Till we reach yonder farm on the brow, 
For there lurks the thief that muſt bleed. 
I told you ſo didn't I ? ſee where he flies : 
"Twas Bellman that open'd, ſo ſure the fox dies. 
Let the horn's jolly ſound 
Encourage the hound, 
And float thro? the echoing ſkies, 


REC1iTATIVE. 


The chace began, nor rock, nor flood; nor ſwamp, 
Quickſet, or gate, the thundering courſe retard; 
Till the dead notes proclaim the fallen prey, 
Then---to the ſportive 'ſquire's capacious bowl. 


A1R, 


O'er that and old beer of his own, 
That 1s ſound, bright, and wholſome we'll ſing, 
Drink ſucceſs to great George and his crown, 
For each heart to a man's with the king. 
And next will we fill to Jove's favorite ſcene, 
The rich ifle of Saints, Britannia I mean; 
Where men, horſes and hounds, 
Can be ſtopt by no bounds, 
For no ſpot on the earth e'er bred ſporters ſo keen. 


SONG 37. BIG Berity'd BoTTLE. 


HE women all tell me 'm falſe to my laſs, 
That I quit my poor Chloe, and ſtick to 
my glals ; 
To you men of reaſon, my reaſons I'll own; 
And, if you don't like them why--let them alone. 


11 


N Altho' T have left her, the truth I'll declare: Perhap 
1 I believe ſhe was good, and I'm ſure ſhe was fair, Nhe hac 
| But goodneſs and charms in a bumper] ſee, But my 


1.2 
— 2 * 


That makes it as good and as charming as ſhe, Will |: 


— 
— wb - 
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My Chloe had dimples and ſmiles, I muſt own: Then 1, 
But, tho? ſhe cou'd ſmile, yet in truth ſhe cou'd she's ri 
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But in wine, from its age, ſuch a benefit flows, 
That we like it the better, the older it grows. 


| _— : hrs For in \ 
7 ; But tell me, ye lovers of liquor divine, Should. 
bi: Did you e'er ſee a frown in a bumper of wine! 
l | 
Her lilies and roſes were juſt in their prime; —— 
| Yet lilies and roſes are conquer'd by time : SON( 
|; 
i 
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They tell me, my love would in time have been Yy 
bl cloy'd, Er 
1 And that beauty's inſipid when once *tis enjoy'd: lt's time 
if But in wine I both time and enjoyment dety ; Come 

For the longer I drink the more thirſty am I. Much 

| For theſ 

Let murders, and battles, and hiſlory prove It is o 

The miſchiefs that wait upon rivals in love: This 

But in drinking, thank heav'n, no rival contends; ¶ To let h 

For the more we love liquor, the more we are For h. 

friends. . For f: 

| * 

She too might have poiſon'd the joy of my life Fo 

With nurſes, and babies, and ſqualling and ſtrife: A cou 

But my wine neither nurſes nor babies can bring; (Who 

And a big belly'd bottle's a mighty good thing, PO 

ac 

We ſhorten our days when with love we engage And ſ 

It brings on diſeaſes, and haſtens old age: The nu 

But wine from grim death can its votaries ſave, 0 
And keep out t'other leg, when there's one in the 

grave. Per WF A 0 


18 

perhaps, like her ſex, ever falſe to her word, 
She had left me to get an eſtate or a lord: 

But my bumper (regarding nor title nor pelf) 
Will ſtand by me when I can't ſtand by myſelf, 


Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain ; 
She's rid of her lover, and I of my pain: 

For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I ſpy : 
Should you doubt what I ſay, take a bumper and 
try. 


SONG 38. On the Bucx HuxrT in the 
CounTy of Limerick. | 


Tune: Laury Grogan. 


Y your leave, Laury Grogan, 
Enough has been ſpoken, 
It's time to give over your {onnet, your ſonnet ; 
Come liſten to mine, fir, 
Much truer than thine, fir, 
For theſe very eyes were upon it, upon it. 
It is of a Buck ſlain 


This very campaign, 


nds; WW To let him live longer, were pity, were pity ; 

e are For head and for branches, | 
For fat and for haunches, 

a Exceeding a mayor of a city, a city. 

e 

rife: A council aſſembled, 

ing; (Who'd think but he trembled) 

ag. Ot lads of good ſpirit, well mounted, well mounted; 
Each his whip and cap on, 

age And ſpurs made at Ripponl , 

The number full twenty, well counted, well 
ye, counted. | But 
n the 3 — 

Per A town famous for making ſpurs, 
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1 46 ] 
But in legs he confiding, 
All efforts deriding; 


Ie thought himſelf ſafe as in bed, fir, in bed, fir; 


With a bounce off he goes, 
And toſs'd up his noſe; 


But Ringwood cry'd, lord help your head, ſir, your 


head, fir. 


Off ſcores we went bounding, 
Sweet horns were a ſounding, 


Each youth fill'd the grove with a whoop and 


a holloo; 
Dubours were he then there, 
Such ſweet muſic to hear, 


Would leave his Cremona+ and follow, and follow, 


Knockdiſcan, Knockainy, 
And hills twice as many; 


We ſcamper'd o'er ſtone walls, o'er hedges, oe: 


ditches ; 
He ſkkimm'd o'er the grounds, 
But to bale our hounds, 


Was ne'er yet in any Buck's breeches, Buck! 


breeches. 


Four hours he held out, 
Moſt ſurprizingly ſtout, 
Till at length to his fate he ſubmitted, ſubmitked; 
His throat being cut up, 
And poor culprit put up, 
To the place whence he came was remitted, 
remitted. 
A place moſt inchanting, 
Where nothing was wanting, 


— 


+ 4 place in Italy where the beſt fiddles are mad: 
here put for the fidale of the celebrated Mr. Dubaurs, 
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Fhat poor hungry huntſman could wiſh for, could 


with for; | 
Of delicate fare, 
(Tho' numbers were there) 
Vet every man was a diſh for, a diſh for. 


fir; 


your 
We fell too with fury, 

Like a long-famiſh'd jury, 

(or ſtay*d we for grace to our dinner, our dinner; 
The butler a ſweating, 

The knives all a whetting, 

he edge of each lomach was keener, was keener, 
The bumper went round, 
With a beautiful ſound, 

link, clink, like ſweet bells, went the glaſſes, 

the glaſtes ; 

We diſpatch'd queen and king, 
And each other fine thing, 

o bumper the beautiful laſſes, ſweet laſſes. 


and 


low, 


oer 


There was ſweet Sally Curry, 
And Singleton Cherry, 
Miſs Croker, miſs Bligh, and miſs Pritty, miſs 
Pritty; 
With lovely miſs Pierce, 
That ſubject of verſe, 
Who ſhall ne'er be forgot in my ditty, my ditty. 
With numberleſs more, 
From fifteen to a ſcore“, 
O had you but ſeen them together, together; 
Such charms you'd diſcover, 
You'd pity the Louvref, 
And offer St. James I as a feather, a feather, 


ck 


— 
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* Alluding to the ages of the ladies. 
t The beauties at the courts of France and England. 
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The man of the houſe, 
And his beautiful ſpouſe, | 

May they live to give claret and veniſon, veniſon, 
And may honeſt Ned, 


hey n1 
nd ap! 


But whe 


There's no more to to be ſaid, , -£ 
Ne'er want the beggar's old beniſon, beniſon, o find 
Long proſper that county, { 

The ftore houſe of bounty, 
Where thus we indulge, and make merry, make is glad; 
merry; vnd a ſi 
For jovial as we are My frie1 
We puff away all care, | 
To poor buſy Robin and Fleury, and Fleury“. nd bid 
— | — gos the 
*ho* na 
SONG 39. He long 
By Mr. GrORCE ALEXANDER STEVENS, 1 
NE evening Good-humour brought Wit as: 1 

ueſt, 

By Friendſhip invited to ſhare of the feaſt; 3 
Their liquor was claret and Love was their hoſt, WF; a. 
And harmony garniſh'd each double-meant toal, Nor imp 


But while like true bucks they enjoy'd thei since 1 

deſign, 3 a = Wit an 

For the joys of a buck lie in love, wit, and wine, } 

Alarm'd they all heard at the door a loud knock, Bp... if 1 

And the watchman hoarſe bellow'd —— paſt Hencefo 
Twelve o' clock. 

They Hic T 


— — B; this! 

* Sir Robert Walpole and Cardinal Fleury, one the Come, I: 
prime miniſter of the court of England the other of ¶ Since we 
that of France, at the time this ballad was wrote. 


[ 49 ] 
hey nimbly ran down, the diſturbin dog found, 
nd apſtairs they dragg'd the impertinent hound; 
But when brought to the light, now much were 


iſon. 


they pleas'd, 
ls o find *twas the grey-glutton Time they had 
ſeized. | 


is glaſs for a lanthorn, his ſcythe for a pole, 
\nd a ſingle lock dangled adown his ſmooth ſcull; 
ly friends, quoth he, (coughing) I thought fit to 
knock, 
nd bid you be gone—for ' tis paſt Twelve o'clock. 


Says the venom-tooth'd Savage, on this advice fix, 
"ho? nature ſtrikes Twelve, folly {till points at Six, 
He longer had preach'd, but no longer they'd 
bear 1t, 
o hid him at once in a hogſhead of claret. 


his is right, then ſays Wit, while we're yet in 
our prime, 

There's nothing like claret for killing of time; 

Huzza, replies Love, now no more can he knock, 

Nor impertinent tell us—'Tis paſt Twelve o'clock. 


Since Time is no more, nor no more can forbid us, 

Wit and Love of that troubleſome gueſt well 
have rid us; 

But if Time ſhou'd be wanting for any deſign, 

Henceforth he is found in a hogſhead of wine. 


Since Time is confin'd in our wine, let us think, 

By this rule we are ſure of our time when we drink; 
Come, lads, let your glaſſes with bumpers be pritn'd, 
Since we're certain our drinking is alVWayswell tim'd. 
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SONG 40. For the Caron Crux. 


By Mr. GroRCE ALEXANDER STEVENS. 


Tune : Come let ws prepare. 


HEN the deity's word, 
| Throughout Chaos was heard, 
And in order uprofe this vaſt ball, fir, 
The ſpheres ſung his praiſe, 
Who from diſcord cou'd raiſe, 
This Harmony, Harmony all, fir, 


Each child of the earth, 

The chorus ſung forth, 
Te-deums were gratefully given; 

Land, fea and ſkies rung, 

With creation's glad ſong ; 
And Harmony echo'd thro' heaven. 


Tis muſic, whoſe charms, 
Each fierce paſſion difarms, 

As we find by unhappy king Saul, fir, 
When his harp David tun'd, 
Madneſs ſunk at the ſound, 

For ſenſe comes at Harmony's call, fir, 


The ſpider inflam'd, 
Tarantula nam'd, 
With his ſting wil! each vidim, appal, fir, 
But muiic is ſure, 
The ſad patient to cure, 
For health comes at Harmony's call, ſir, 


Timotheus had f:11l, 
To curb Philip's ſon's will, 


With a touch made his heart riſe or fall, fir, 


Sti 


But firſt 
Let 
Sin 

Or join 


9 


Y 


That a p 


And 
(I a; 


From the 


2 
I} 


1. } 
He in tune put his breaſt, 
Then let Love do the reſt, 
For Love comes at Harmony's call, fir, 


Euridice's ſwain, 
By his ſenſe-lulling ſtrain, 
Could the foreſt's wild tenants enthral, firg 
Nay ſtones we can prove, 
Will obedient move, 
At Harmony's, Harmony's call, fir. 


Man and beaſt will decay, 
Rocks and ſeas fink away, 
The great globe muſt to ruin reſign, fir, 
Yet in heaven above, 
Still will muſic and love, 
Eternal in Harmony join, fir, 


This night let us ſtrive, 
To keep humour alive, 
But firſt we'll this bumper diſpatch, fir, 
Let him, who ſings beſt, 
Sing a ſong for the reſt, 
Or join as he ought in a catch, ſir. 


N * oF TO» * ST” Tye W 6 


SONG 41. Treg Pruvian. 
Tune: Come let us prepare. 


E pimps, all draw near, 
And VII make it appear, 
That a pimp is no raſcally ſtation; 
And chat pimps we are all, 
(I aver) great and ſmall, 
From the head to the tail of the nation, 


E 2 | The 


— —— 


152 J 
The prieſt it is plain, 
For the lucre of gain, 
Dame religion exalts to the ſky, firs, 
And will meekly declare, 
That no nymph is fo fair, 
Tho' he knows all the time--» 'tis a lie, firs, 


The grave judge on the bench, 
Will ſwear there's no wench, 
Like juſtice, ſo ſafe and fo ſound, firs, 
Tho' he looks without guile, 
Vet he knows all the white 
She's been pox'd by the lawyers all round, fars, 


The doctor ſo grave, 
Is as arrant a knave, 
And a pimp to a lady call'd health, ſir, 
Tho' the ſon of a whore, 
Has debauch'd her before, 
And now ſells her for chariot and wealth, fir, 


The player I ween, 
Pimps for tragedy's queen, 
And for comedy ſeldom refuſes; 
The manager's ſoul, 
Is a pimp to his cole, 
And the poet's a pimp to the muſes. 


The ſoldier and tar, 
Are the pimps of the war, 
And the beau is a pimp by profeſſion ; 
The ſtateſman, *tis true, 
Give the devil his due, 
Is no pimp- - but the bawd of the nation. 


SON 


SONG 


6 
SONG 42. On the Conqueſt of the Ha vAxxAH. 


Tune: The old Woman at Grimſtone. 


OW England's victorious, 
Our conqueſts more glorious, 
Than thoſe of Eliza or Anna ; 
Freedom drew honour's ſword, 
Courage gave us the word, 
And our hearts of oak ſtorm'd the Havannah, 


brave boys, 


And our hearts of oak florm'd the Havannab. 


rs, 


For Quebeck Montreal, 
Martinique, Senegal, 
With ſorrow each Frenchman looks wan-ah, 
And PIL hold ten to one, 
That each whiſker-cheek'd don, 
Seems as queer for the loſs of Havannah, brave 
boys, c. 


's 


France and Spain would intrigue 
In a family league, 
And Auſtria muſt join in the clan-ah ! 
Yet though Poliſh count Bruhl 
Clubb'd the weight of his ſkull, 
All their heads couldn't ſave the Hayannah, brave 
beys, &c. 


Our ground we made g90d, 
For determin'd we ſtood, 
To conquer or die to a man-ah ! 
With our broadſides and cheers, 
We have deafen'd the ears, 
And dum-founded*the dons at Havannah, brave 
boys Oc. 
| E 3 Our 


141 


Here's to Nimrod our founder, a bruſker, hurra, 
Sing tantara-rara, hurra, hurra, 


Sing tantara-rara, hurra. 
Heroic 


14 
if 
1 


Our commanders we knew Her 
Were reſolv'd to go through, Great 
Unanimity ſtrengthened their plan-ah ! She th 
Along Cuba's coaſt, And al 
But we Britons won't boaſt, | 
Nor ſhall Spaniards now boaſt the Havannah, ghe 
brave boys, Cc. *Cauſe 
Once Spain in bravado To h 
Sent here an Armado, | TY 
But Drake drubb'd them out of their plan-ah! Ld a 
In return for their treat, 
| We diſpatch'd out a fleet, 8 
it To drub the dons out of Havannah, rave boys, Sa "Tis 
1 See Britannia advance, * * 
ql Conqueſts wreath on her lance, | 
1A Magnanimity marſhals her plan-ah ! , 
4 BY . When f 
12 Fame rejoiced ſpreads her wings, | 
m Hark, exulting ſhe ſings, 1 
ö j Britiſh heroes have won the Havannah, brawe boys, Each wi 
Wi Oc. This 
"M0 — * l 
#4 3 Its harbi 
100 SONG 43. A new Buck's Sox. Brine 
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Heroic Semiramis, Babylon's queen, 
Great Nimrod's regalia and records had ſeen, 
She the order renew'd, came herſelf as a gueſt, 
And always from thence wore a Buck at her breaſt. 


She call'd a divan, her ſpouſe Ninus dethron'd, 
*Cauſe no Buck he would be, for no monarch was 


own'd. 
To her ladies this ſpeech made, let Bucks alone 
win ye, 
and each fool be nick-nam'd from Ninus a 
Ninny. 
"Tis by women each Buck, at true honour 
arrives, 
he firſt race of Bucks were made Bucks by their 
wives: 
When for glory the Greeks round the world us'd 
to roam, 


Each wife a true Buck, dubb'd her huſband at home. 


This order like light quickly ſpread o' er the 
earth, 
Its harbingers Friendſhip and Freedom went forth; 
Great Nimrod appear'd, in our lodge, took his 
poſt, 
Love and Wit his ſupporters, and Honour 1 hoſt. 


From the archives of gypt our in he 
brought, 
That wealth ſprings from nnd to his Bucks 
taught ; 
Inſtructions through life for our ſake did adviſe : 
And that golden rule formed, to be merry and 
wile. 
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He ſtamp'd the Buck's charter; he formed the 
firſt grand, 
Unanimity gave, as the word of command: 
To each ranger, each foreſter, this did premiſe, 
Since * you're become, boys, be merry and 
wiſe. 


TRE 


E. 
S] 
From Bacchus our name is, tho? ſome ſay from 
Jove, | 
For he was the firſt like a Buck who made love; 
To a bull, for the ſake of Europa, he turns, 


And bequeath'd to the man ſhe ſhould marry, his 
horns, 


Vhat y 
And wh 


Not a 

Cadmus, Theſeus, Hercules, Jaſon, and others, ring 2 

Set ſail in their Argo, like brave Bucks and 
brothers. 


The ladies of Colchis elected each ſtranger, 
As Jaſon was choſe by Medea her ranger. 


{ 
he lad 
For if th 


Some ſay that Afteon, becauſe he wore horns, ho? ot 


Muſt needs be a Buck, but that tale each Buck 


\ 

ſcorns; vet they 

Had he been one of us, in Diana's ſurpriſe, Examin 

He'd not itood like a fool, but been mem Each m. 
end wiſe. 


To conclude, let us riſe Bucks, and hand The pa 

hand join, With a] 

And a Buck's unanimity, ſhew by this ſign ! Will raj 

We bow to our grand, nd acknowledge his ſwa The dos 
And pronounce in full chorus, nem. con. We obe 


The fer 


C 
With, b 
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0 Tas MAaSQUERADE ; By Mr. Garrick. 
165 | | 
y and IE medley of mortals who make up this throng, 


Spare your wit for a moment, and iſt to my 
ſong ; 

Vhat you'd not expect here, my wit ſhall be new, 

And what is more ſtrange, ev'ry word ſtall be true. 

Sing 8 truth all, truth all, 


from 


love; 


V, hüt 


tantara-rara truth all. 


Not 2 toy in the ſhop you'll buy cheaper then 


| mine z 
ther, ring your laſſes to me, and you'll ſpare all your 
3 and coin; 


he ladies alone will pay dear for my ſkill, 
For if they will hear me, their tongues muſt lie ſtill. 
Sing tantara-rara, mute all, Cc. 


Tho' our revels are ſcorn'd by the grave and the 
wiſe, 
vet they practiſe all day, what they ſeem to deſpiſe; 
Examine mankind from the great to the ſmall, 
Each mortal's diſguis'd, and the world 1s a ball. 


Sing tautara-rara, maſts all, &c. 


The parſon brim-ful of October and grace 

With a long taper pipe, and a round ruddy face, 
Will rait at our doing but when it is dark, 
The doctor's diſguis'd, and led home by the clerk, 


Sing tantara-rara, maſts all, Ic. 


The kerce roaring blade, with long ſword and 
cock'd hat, 

With, blood! he'll do this; and zounds ! 

he'll do that; When 


„ 


When he comes to his trial he fails in his part, 


And ſhews that his looks are but maſks to his hear, 
S ing tantara-rara, maſks all, &. 


The beau acts the rake, and will talk of amours, 


Shews letters from wives, and appointments ironſi 


whores ; : : 
But a creature ſo modeſt avoids all diſgrace ; 
For how would he bluſh, ſhould he come face tt 


face! 


The courtiers and patilots, mongſt other ft 


things, 


Will talk of their country, and love to their King | 
uf 


But their maſks, will drop off, if you ſhake 
the pelt, ; 
And ſhew king and country all center'd in felt, 
Sing tantara-rara, maſks all, &. 


With an outſide of virtue, Miſs Squeamiſh the prudt 
If you touch her, ſhe faints ; it you ſpeak, you an 
rude ; none, 

Thus ſhe's prim, and ſhe's coy, tho? virtue thei 
And perhaps ſhe's careſs'd by the coachma 
or John. Sing tantara-rara, maſks all, &. 


With a grave maſk of wiſdom ſay phyſic and law, 
In yaur caſe there's no fear, in your cauſe there! 
no flaw, big; 
Till death and the judge have decreed, they look 
Then you find you have truſted—a full-bottom't 
Wig. Sing tautara-rara,maſis all, & 


Thus life is no more than a round of deceit, 
Each neighbour will find, that his next is a cheat; 
But if, O ye mortals, theſe tricks ye purſue ; 
You at laſt cheat yourſelves—then the devil cheat 
YOU, Sing tantara-rara, maſts all, G 
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Sing tantara-rara, maſks all, &, 
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LD 
Sung 
ut ſoon 
nd arm” 
hus ſelf. 
nd in re 


Long ſii 
Fled he; 
Nought 
The wo 
Save wo 


= Are mir; 


And eve: 
Bears for 


The flow 
The whit 
In briefe 
Still ſer 1 
Diſpers'd 
Their od 
But what 
That Wor 


The wiſe 
And folly 
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p off : | 
CrHaucer's Recantation, by Mr. SMarT. 

urs, 

from 


RREITATIVI. 


LD Chaucer, once, to this re-echoing grove, 
Sung of the ſweet bewitching tricks of love;”? 
ut ſoon he found he'd falhed his renown, 

nd arm'd each charmi hearer with a frown ; 
hus ſelf-condemn'd a- is Iyre he ſtrung, 

nd in repentant ſtrains this recantation ſung. 


AIR. 


Long ſince unto her native ſky 

Fled heav*n deſcended Conſtancy ; 
Nought now that's ſtable's to be had, 

u ar The world's grown mutable and mad. 

zone Save women they, we mult confeſs, 
Are miracles of ſteadfaſtneſs; 

1208 And every witty, pretty dame, 

Years for her motto —8T1LL THE SAE. 


The flowers that in the vale are ſeen, 
The white, the yellow, blue and green, 
In brief complexion idly gay 

Still ſet with ev'ry ſetting day, 

Diſpers'd by wind, or chill'd by froſt, 
Their odours gone, their colour loſt: 

But what is true, tho” paſſing ſtrange, 
That women never fade nor change, 


The wiſe man ſaid that all was vain, 
And ſolly's univerſal reign ; 


Wiſdom 


6 1 


Wiſdom it's vot*ries oft enthralls, Than d- 
Riches torment, and pleaſure palls; The ſ 
And *tis, good lack, a gen'ral rule, 
That each man ſoon or late's a fool: At each 
In women 'tis the exception lies, U 
For they are wond'rous, wond'rous wiſe, Such t 
| duch as 
This earthly ball with noiſe abounds, Poſſeſſ 
And from it's emptineſs it ſounds ; 
Fame's deaf*ning diggthe hum of men, Thoſe ſn 
The lawyer's plea, oet's pen; And a 
But women here no one ſuſpects, Nais'd a 
Silence diſtinguiſhes that wt - Then 
For, poor dumb things! ſo meek's their mould 0 
You ſcarce can hear them when they ſcol rne char: 
Oh! he 
enn. +: the n 
An hundred mouths, an hundred tongues, = 
An hundred pair of iron lungs, © Shine f 
Five heralds, and five thouſand cryers, 
With throats whoſe accent never tires, he ſmoo 
Ten ſpeaking trumpets of a /:2e to! 
Would den fuęſs with their din ſurpriſe, To hea 
Your praiſe, ſweet nymphs, ſhall fing and ſay, ot ſweet 
And thoſe that avill believe i. — may. Than t! 
An angel | 
SONG 46. Miſs Maxx GiLL. To they 
ho fitter 
NKNOWN tothe nine, and a novice in ſo i Than ti 
Advent'rous I brandiſh the quill ; 
And cull for my theme, from amidſt the fair thront the tay, 
The btauteous, the ſweet Mary Gill. And cla; 
i e nothin: 
Not Venus herſelf, when juſt ſprung from the mai But the. 


A youth with more raptures could fill; 


»uld, 
cold, 
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Than dancing to gaze on, (however in vain) 
The ſmiling, the ſweet Mary Gill. 


At each look from her eyes, tho' ſhe made my heart 
bleed, 
Such tranſports all o'er me did thrill ; 
Such as only poſſeſſion itſelf could exceed —— 
Poſſeſſion of ſweet Mary Gill. 


Thoſe ſnow-hills of pleaſugg, her breaſt which adorn, 
And are ſweeter dene ene dill; 


Rais'd a paſſion which ever within me muſt burn, 
C 


Then pity me, ſweet Mary Gill. 


he charms which the whole of her perſoniſplays, 
Oh! how they do wound me, and kill! 
Not the midſummer's ſun, nor the lightning's fierce 
blaze, 


Shine ſo ſplendid as ſweet Mary Gill, 


he ſmooth filver accents which flow'd from her 
tongue, 
To hear them methinks I ſeem till ; 
ot ſweeter the ſtrains by young ſeraphims ſung, 
Than thoſe of my ſweet Mary Gill. 


an angel of light, if ſome Titian would draw, 
To ſhew forth in painting his ſkill; 
ho fitter to fit, and who freer from flaw, 
Than the charming, the ſweet Mary Gill 


it the tavern or pot-houſe let Bacchanals rave, 
And claret abundantly ſwill; 
e nothing in nature ſhall ever enſlave, 
But the charms of my ſweet Mary Gill. 
+ F Oh ! 


— 
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Oh ! take me, Oh! keep me, ſome cool ſhady grove, Great B 
Meand'ring thro” which runs a rill ; Forgi 
On its banks therereclining, I'll ſigh forth my love, f e'er fo 
For the ſprightly, the ſweet Mary Gill. May ! 
Oh ! would ſhe conſent but to bleſs my fond arms! . 
How together like turtles we'd bill! e fops : 
E'en eternal devoirs I would pay to the charms, To tin 
Of the youthful, the ſweet Mary Gill. heir be 
Alone 
But ah! if the maiden ” mould flight, Nor wo 
A hole thro* my heaMTwill drill; Who ſt 


And dying betake me far, far from the fight or wont 
Of the cruel, tho! ſweet, Mary Gill. tin the; 


But hark I hat ſays Hope —“ She perhaps ma ho wit, 


« prove kind; Tho" k 

ce No need then your heart's blood to ſpill ;** 1 ood- nat 
Grant Heav'n l what Hope thus ſuggeits | may find, And ip; 
A yielding, a ſweet Mary Gill. Vith Viet 

; f Tho' m 

Ye Gods! then, who vigils eternally keep, _ a 
Preſerve the dear creature from ill; = "- 


For who's worth your care, or awake, or aſleep, 


If not the fair, the ſweet Marv Gill ? : 
a heir beat 


_ Their ſe 
| own for : 
* — 

[ _ et laſting 
bi BAcchus TrIUmPHANT ; or, The rap 
l The Lover's Adieu to the Faik SxEx. at wine, 
| Its pleaſ 
[ O Phillis and Chloe, and all the gay throng, ſoul 
5 Too long the ſoft lay has been rais'd; : 
if : I l . ) I K ) f 15 5 hen adieu 
i Too long on their beauty has flow'd the vain longs Bll 
| | thought 


Too long has their beauty been prais'd. 
if Great 


1 63 [ 
Creat Bacchus, repentant, thy pardon I aſk, 
Forgiveneſs I humbly 1mplore ; 
f &er for a female I quit a full caſk, 
May I never enjoy one drop more, —great god, 
May I never enjoy one drop more. 


Ve, 


ve, 


e fops and ye fri bbles, your title I own, 

To {ing all the charms of the fair; 

heir beauties to praiſe, is your province alone, 

Alone make their beauties your care: 

dor who in his ſenſes that mortal can blame, 
Who ſtrives his own merit to raiſe ; 

'or women and fops are ſo nearly the ſame, 

in theirs that he ſings his own praiſe--{weet mils, 


Tho! wit, ſparkling wit, ſome rare females poſſeſs, 

Tho' kindneſs may add to their ſtore ; 

ood-nature and ſmiles has a bumper no leſs, 

And ſparkles a hundred times more : 

Vith virtue unſully'd, adorn'd tho? ſhe be, 

Tho' modeſty blooms in each feature, 

bottle is not more immodeſt than ſhe, 

Its virtue's ten thouſand times greater—-dear 
boys. 

ep, , 

heir beauty's attracting, I freely confeſs, 

Their ſex I muſt ow has its charms ; 

own for a moment they're able to bleſs, 

And melt us away in their arms: 

et laſting the pain is and tranſient the joy, 

The raptures are inſtantly paſt ; 

at wine, happy juice ! is ſure never to cloy, 

Its 8 till doomſ-day ſhall laſt brave 
ouls, 


hen adicu to their charms, to their beauties adieu, 
4 thoughts of the ſex I reſign ; 
Li F'2 I 


7 
o 
1 
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I fight in thy cauſe, to thy int'reſt am true, 
And yield me eternally thine ; 
If ever, great maſter, thy colours I fly, 


he ſpo 
Thro' 


His wart 


Or e'er like a lover I pine, Pie ty 
May greateſt of curſes ! my hogſhead run dry, His ipor 
Nor more be repleniſh'd with wine—bleſt win o ho! 
Hit it off 
— Ic 
And u 
SONG 48. | 

| Let lawy' 
By Mr. GgOROGCE ALEXANDER STEVENS, Let pa 
Let hot-h 
Tune: On a time I was great. But let 
| Dnew Us 1 
4 USH the bottle about, drink my toaſt, e thoſe 
1 away, | | fu 
i Round the brim let the liquor be flowing; e've lib 
[ We're robbing of life, while we drinking delay, In the 

1 So prithee, dear brothers, keep going. 
1 Here's a health to that man, who for ſtreng Tho fickt 
| feareth none, d qu 
9 Who values no mortal for riches alone, o como, 
* Who ne'er treads on the weak, nor gives ſorr No free 
ll a frown, Stood dea 
| He, he's a true ſon of the bottle. Ur bailiff. 
i | | d try for 
The ſcience of drinking is better by half While I 


Than the ethics of old Ariftotle ; 
I look at all life, and at all life I laugh, 
Except in the life of a bottle: | 
Let ſcholiaſts with ſcholiaſts, explain and confount 
The motion of matter, the world's wheel OW 
round, Nov 
But make them once drunk, and the ſecret is fou. dull 
Such wonders are done by the bottle. That on 
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he ſportſman arouz'd when the horn calls away, 
Thro' thickſets, o'er quickſets will bound, fir, 
His warm-wiſhing wife may in vain court his ſtay, 
Her requeſts in loud hallooing are drown'd, fir; 
His ſport 15 but dull to the ſport that we boaſt, 

50 ho !—here's a bumper--hark, hark to the toaſt, 

Hit it off, and be quick, left the ſcent ſhould be 
loſt, 

And we're caſt in the chace of a bottle. 


ſy 


ct lawyers 7 7 and let ſchoolmen declaim, 
Let patriots for liberty rattle ; 

Let hot-headed heroes run mad after fame, 

But let's coolly ſtick to our bo te: 

Shew us wine, 'tis enough, we fall eagerly to't, - 
Let thoſe take their reſt, who their temper 'twill 
ſuit, 

e've liberty, honour, law, learning to boot, 

In the pleaſing contents of a bottle. 


ho' ſickneſs, deſpair, and captivity join, 

Pd equal the antients in thinking ; 

lo comfort, no phyſic, no friendſhip but wine, 
No freedom I afk, but for drinking: 

dtood death like a drawer to wait on me home, 

Ur bailiff- like dare he ruſh into the room, 

d try for one moment to tip him a hum, 


While I bumper'd the laſt of my bottle. 


SONG 49. 


OW heavy the time rolls along, 
Now Julia is far from my fight! 
ow dull is the nightingale's ſong, 
That once uſed to give ſuch delight ! 
F 3 The 
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The meadows that ſeemed fo green, 
Now loſe all the verdure of May ; 
The cowſlip and vr let are ſeen 
To droop, fade and wither away. 


Bright Phoebus no longer can pleaſe ! 
Gay proſpe&s no longer are balm; 
E'en muſic affords me no eaſe, 
Which was wont ev'ry paſſion to calm! 


My flocks too, diſorderly ſtray, 

And bleat their complaints in my ear; 
No more they leap, frolic, and play, 

But ſad as their maſter appear. 


But ah, if my Julia was ſeen, 
My flocks, how they'd ſkip o'er the plain, 
Each flow'ret would ſpring on the green, 
And nightingales charm me again. 


For her a green arbour I've made, 


Enrich'd with each fragrant flower; 
The ſun's ſcorching keat it will ſhade, 
”T will have o'er her beauty no pow'r. 


Return then, my fair one, return, 

No month's more propitious than May ; 
O, leave not your ſhepherd to mourn, 

But haſte, my dear charmer, away. 


SONG 


Dear ( 
But at th 
She W.. 


Beſide th 
From « 
he Dru 
The v1 
Love whi 
And b 
And thus 
In hope 


do ſweet! 
In rura 
And like 

With t] 
But angr) 
Cry'd, 

Vhy wak 
Ine'er 


he fair c 
And ki! 
and who, 
Would 

o churcl 
For ple: 
nd now 


When f 


17 1 
SONG 50, 


HE ſun, like any bridegroom gay, 

'Roſe to ſalute the ſpring, 
he flow'rets hail'd the birth of May, 
And birds began to fing : 
hen Damon tripp'd it o'er the plain, 
Dear Cloe's heart to win, 
But at the window tapp'd in vain, 
She would not let him in. 


Beſide the manſions where the great, 
From glorious feats retir'd, 
he Druids us'd to celebrate 
The virtues they admir'd : 
Love whiſper'd this in Damon's ear, 
And bade the ſong begin, 
\nd thus he ſung, to pleaſe the fair, 
In hopes ſhe'd let him in. 


So ſweet his ſong, the maiden Proſe, 
In rural plain attire, 

And like the genial ſeaſon glows, 
With thrilling ſoft deſire : 

But angry like, by love controul'd, 

Cry'd, Shepherd, why this din? 

Vhy wake me thus? I've often told, 

I ner wou'd let you in. 


. - 
Oe — 


he fair one in his arms he preſs'd, 
And kiſs'd her o'er and o'er, 

ind who, with honour in his breaſt, 
Would then have thought on more? 
o church he led her in her prime, 
For pleaſure void of ſin ; 

nd now ſhe hails the happy time, 


NG When firſt ſhe—=——let him in. 
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AY, jeer ye not liſters, by love unbetray'd 
N But pity a fond, yet an innocent maid, 


I ſtepp'd, bot 2 Johnny to yonder hedge row, 


And which of you all pray, wou'd not have done fo 
If with him, he ſaid, to the coppice I'd ſtray, 
He'd gather me violets, and blocm of the May, 
Then kiſs'd me ſo ſweetly, I could not but go, 
And which of you all pray, had anſwer'd him no, 


At the foot of a wide {ſwelling oak we reclin'd, 
T lean'd on his breaſt while he whiſper'd his mind, 
His offer was marriage, I could'nt ſay no, 
Pray which of you all is't that would have done fo, 


As the ivy around this ſtout oak doth entwine, 
So ſweeting, ſaid he, thou muſt do when thou'rt 
mine, 


Then claſp'd me cloſe to him, I begg'd I might go, 


But he preſs'd meilill cloſer, and cry'd my dear no 


Alas, gentle Johnny, ſweet Johnny, I ſaid, 
Remember your promiſe nor hurt a poor maid, 
Conſider my virtue and pray let me go, 

But he kiſs'd me ftillwarmer and cry'd my dear no. 


I ever thought Johnny as mild as the dove, 
How weak is the heart that gives ſanction to love, 
Vet he ſwears that to-morrow to church he will ge 


He ſhall ne'er get me out again till he does ſo. 
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HE virgin, when ſoften'd by May, 
Attends to the villager's vows ; | 
The birds ſweetly bill on the ſpray, 
And poplars embrace with their boughs ; 
On Ida bright Venus may reign, 
Ador'd for her beauty above; 
We ſhepherds, that live on the plain, 
Hail May, as the mother of love. 


From the weſt, as it wantonly blows, 
Fond zephyr careſſes the pine: 
The bee ſteals a kiſs from the roſe, 
And willows and woodbines entwine ; 
The pinks by the rivulet's fide, 

That border the vernal alcove, 
Bend downward, and kiſs the ſoft tide, 
For May is the mother of love. 


May tinges the butterfly's wing 
He flutters in bridal array ! 
If the larks and the linnets now ſing, 
Their muſic 1s taught them by May. 
The ſtock-dove recluſe with her mate, 
Conceals her fond bliſs in the grove; 
And murmuring, ſeems to repeat, 
That May is the mother of love, 


The goddeſs will viſit you ſoon, 
Ye virgins be ſportive and gay ; 
Get your pipes, oh! ye Shepherds, in tune, 
For muſic muſt welcome the May : 
Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 
And all his keen anguiſh remove, 
Let him tell her ſoft tales, and he'll find 
That May 1s the mother of love, 


— 
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5 SON 
HILE each love-ſick {cribbler to dreſs uptix 
; fair, ne, Con 
Will run-for a garland the devil knows where! 
Of her mind and her perſon they tell us ſuch liez E vot 
That you think her a goddeſs juſt dropt from the ſcis Who 
; Derry down, down, down derry down Mao ſint r 
Tho? ſatire I mean not, ſuch praiſe I deteſt, : 8 
Yet my fair mall be ſung of as well as the reſt, x "FR ; a 
And while with my pen faireſt truth goes along, TH _ 
I doubt not but Betſey will liſt to my ſong, * 
Tho' her eyes are not light'ning to ſet us on in er hey 
Yet their beams. are as bright as a man can defire ar = 
Tho? nor lilies. or roſes her cheeks overſpread, em uh 
What's better, there's true fleſh and blood, whit they 
and red, . us, lice 
ther lat! 
Her perſon's majeſtic, yet eaſy withal, ile we C2 
Not ſo ſtrait as a cedar, nor nothing ſo tall; a 
lo ſay that With Venus ſhe vies for her air pood wine 
Since I never ſaw Venus, I caanot 1 gire us: 
= | | charms 2 
Her wit is ſtill juſt in what witty ſhould be, Farms, it 
Good ſenſe goes in hand with the ſmart repartee e young; 
Not prudiſhly ſqueamiſh, nor wantonly gay, ' WE © charcns 
Yet charming and briſk as the birds are in May. r. ' 
| . : ie lover 
To ſum up the whole, you may ſearch the wor 7 Weber 
round, | e miler w 
A nymph more compleat there can never be found: A n 
Then ceaſe, ye vain ſeribblers, your flattering lays W;. wy i 
u charms 


For Betſey alone is the ſubject of praiſe. 
SONG 
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SONG 54. The Bowyer of Wine, 


une, Come all ze young lovers wuboavanwith deſpaire 


E vot'ries of Bacchus who love a full flaſk, 
Who jovially ling to the ſound of the caſk, 
ho tint not your mirth when grave Time firikes 
the hour, 
t ſwiftly purſue the old grey-headed Power ; 
afriend give me leave then your mirth toprolong, 
hile you circle the glaſs—to repeat you a ſong, 


Ne'er heed the dull aſſes who always at ſtrife, 
|| war with themſelves and the pleaſures of life, 
tem whine, cant, and preach, and do all that 
they can, 
us, like true ſouls, make the moſt of a ſpan; 
their ſatis faction let us ne'er repine, 
ule we can find more in a Bumper of Wine. 


od wine's the beſt gift that the gods eanbeſtow, 
gire us a taſte of their heaven below, 

charms are beyond the deſcription of art, 
arms, it enlivens, makes joyous the heart; 

e young and the old *twill their ſenſes reſine, 

a charms there are found in a Bumper of Wine. 


he lover who ſighs for his fair one unkind, 
sound in a bottle a belm for his mind; 
e mier who doats on his hoarded up tore, 
chance has been bleſt as he ne'er was before; 
cn Bacchus has given him the juice of the vine, 
a charms there are found in a bumper of wine. 


Then 


0598-1 


Then give me your voices ye friends to the cauſe 


For ſurely the ſubje& demands your applauſe ; 


This truth I declare, and I'd have the wort 


know it, : 
*Tis wine that at preſent has made me a poet: 
Then fill me a glaſs of this liquor divine, 


And let this be the toaſt, here's a bumper of wine, 


——CwCg 


— 
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The SorpiER's FAREWEL: a CAnTATA, 
RRCITATIVE. 


OUZ'D by the drum, the ſignal to away, 
Ready to march ſee ſoldier Will obey; 
Cloſe to his ſide his much-lov'd Moll appears, 
Her hair diſhevel'd, red her eyes with tears : 
Her belly, prominent, too plainly ſhows, 
Not vain her grief, not vain alas! her woes; 
With loving arms ſhe claſp'd him to her breal, 
And thus her wiſhes, thus her fears, expreſs'd, 


AI Re 
Tune: Long had the French uavy. 


And muſt my dear William ſail over the mai 

To fight the falſe Frenchmen, or humble prou 
Spain ? 

Ah ! muſt you begone from your dear native ſhor: 
I fear, ah ! I fear I ſhall fee thee no more ; 
In my mind I behold the broad enſigns diſplay' 
The men all in order for battle array'd ; 
The trumpet gives notice for fight to prepatt, 
I die at the thoughts on't, I ſink with deſpair. 
Cnoxus. The trumpet gives notice, &t 


Shoulc 


\nd con 
Miſe retu 
ſcap'd f 


ow ble 
m 


or thoſe 
ly ſpirits 
iy Willi. 


Vill, in u 
Vith ſym 
Firſt wip'c 
nd then 


Tun 
Ne'er 
But 
Tho? ( 
I fa 
From 
Am 
And fa 
Unt 


Then c 
"Tis 
To En; 
Wit! 
Then b 
That 
For ſafe 
Unto 


11 


Should heaven aſſiſt thee againſt the proud foe, | 


\nd conqueſt the laurel of vietry beitow ! 


zafe return'd to my arms ſhould I ſee thee again, 
ſeapꝰd from the conteſt where thouſands are lain, 


ow bleſt will my fate be While many muſt 


mourn, 


or thoſe whom grim death wont permit to return; 
ly ſpirits revive ! ſafe from war's dread alarms, 


ly William with glory ſhall bleſs theſe fond arms. 


RECITATIVE. 


Vill, in whoſe breaſt each manly virtue ſhone, 
Vith ſympathizing ſorrow heard her moan ; 


irt wip'd the tears that ſtarted in his eyes, 
nd then to calm her ſorrow thus he tries. 


A I Reo 


Tune: V hat chear my honeſt meſſmate, 


Ne'er fear my deareſt Molly, 
But I ſhall come again, 
Tho” o'er the foaming ocean, 
I fail againſt proud Spain: 
From death kind heaven will guard me, 
Amid the dire alarms, 
And ſafe again reſtore me, 
Unto thy faithful arms. 


Then grieve not I muſt leave you, 
Tis only for a while; 

To England ſoon I ſhall return, 
With honour and with ſpoil; 
Then baniſh ſorrow from thy heart, 

That foe to all thy charms, 
For ſafely I ſhall come again, 
Unto thy faithful arms, 


+ G 
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Tak SoLDIER's RETURN : a Ca N TATA. 


Tune: 


REC ITATIVE. 


| In vai 
UN-burnt and ragged, mark'd with ſcars, and Such tri 
poor, | The glo 
See ſoldier Will to England come once more; But as tc 
And as he weary trudg'd from ſtreet to ſtreet, 
His Molly, dearly lov'd, he chanc'd to meet; WF Thou, 
With joyful arms ſhe claſp'd him to her breaſt, That juſ 
And once again her ſoldier thus addreſs'd. Our con- 
Muſt, fo 
AIX. | N 
Tune: No more of my Harriot, Cc. 
: But u 
And is my dear Billy come home once again, 8 
From the terrors of war on the land and the main? And m 
Still true to thy love, tho' thy abſence Pu / 
mqurn'd, . Il folloy 
Yet my ſorrows all vaniſh ſince thou art return'd; To patch 
Then chear up, my lad, and thy fortune declare, 
What glory, what riches, you've gain'd in the war Wil — ____ 
O why are you ſilent, and why heaves that ſigh! 
Why ſuddenly ſtarts the big tear from your eye! 
I prithee, dear William, thy ſorrows give ofer, Sg. 
Since heaven has ſent you to England once more; 
But come to my arms, and thy tortune declare, The re 
What glory, what riches, you've gain'd in the war. To the w 
While 
ECT TATLY TE 
Chear'd by his Molly's kindneſs, Will began 4 15 1 
To clear his brow, and re- aſſume the man; por + 5 
And while, in loving ſort, her hand he preſt, : ang s 


He freely thus his ſentiments expreſs'd, 


An 


1 


AIX. 


Tune: Come, come, my good Shepherds, our Flocks 


t us ſhear, | 


As 


In vain my dear Molly, we fancy in war, 
Such triumph, ſuch glory, and riches there are; 
The glory we ſhare from the great to the ſmall, 
But as to the riches—The great have 'em all. 


Ss Though hard we muſt never 'enquire or know, 

That juſt in the time we ſhould ſtrike a bold blow ; 
Our conqueſts, our laurels, all purchas'd ſo dear, 
Muſt, for what the Lord knows ! be reſtor'd to 
| Monſieur. 


But what we can't help, girl, we needs muſt 


Un, endure, 
am; And my ſword in its ſcabbard may now reſt 

Pre ſecure, 

a PII follow my trade which my fancy beſt ſuits, 
15 To patching old ſhoes, or to piecing old boots. 
art, 4 
War. — 
ioh! SONG 57. 
eye 


IVE us glaſſes my wench, give us wine and 
we'll quench, 
The remembrance of pain and of grief; 
To the winds with our care, for we'll never deſpair, 
While a bottle can give us relief. 


In our revels and joys we'll forget the proud boy, 
Let Lethe its miracle work; 

For as hollow I find, as the bottle's her mind; 
And her heart 1s as light as a cork, 


An 68 2 Ariadne 


( 76 1 
Ariadne the gay, in deſpair as they ſay, 
For the bully that left her behind: 
Wou'd have hang'd, or have drown'd, but i 


Tis b 
he firit 


v 
Bacchus ſhe found, Vhen, f. 
A new lover as conſtant as kind, t 
Each wif 
Theſe are fables, my dear, but the moral is clear, 4 3 
It was wine that her peace did reſtore; Ha 10 
When he left the poor laſs, why ſhe took to he 7 20 
glaſs, | He d hay 
And the never remember'd him more. 7 

A buck, 
— But wh 
| Tis fit tl 
SONG 58. With cla! 
| And a he 

By Mr, GeoRGE ALEXANDER STEVENS, Pi 

Were 
Tune: Tarrara- ara Maſks all. gr 
r Helice 
OME, my bucks, let to-night be devoted u pay * | 
drinking, Like B 8 
To- morrow's too ſoon to be troubled with thin 
op TR” What 
Inſpired by Bacchus, PII ſing to his praiſe, f 
And crown with a bumper, inſtead of the bays, on 
S; Or the tea 
ing tantara-rara Bucks al. ¶ u 1 

at is } 

[ll keep 

From Bacchus our name is, tho* ſome ſay from | 

Jove, In daily 
For he was the firſt (like a buck) who made love; rot 
To a bull for the ſake of Europa he turns, os Ghril 
And bequeath'd to the man ine ſhould marry, hs Give me 
horns. And a goc 


"Ty 


1 
Tis by women each buck at true honour arrives, 
he firſt race of bucks were made bucks by their 
wives; 
hen, for glory the Greeks round the world us'd 
to roam, 
Each wife, a true buck, dubb'd her hero at home. 


ut in 


len, Had che ſon of fair Thetis, inſtead of the brine, 


Been plung'd over head in a hogſhead of wine, 

WH have marcn'd among mortals ſecure from all 
evil, 

A buck, when he's drunk, 1s a match for the devil. 


0 het 


But why ſhould the ancients {till fill up my lays ? 
Tis ft that a modern, a modern ſhould praiſe. 
With claret my roſy-crown'd temples I'll *noint, 
And a health take to him who firſt drank a half- 

pint. 


Were grapes on the mount of Parnaſſus but 
growing, 
or Helicon's conduit with French claret flowing, 
Nay would Phoebus but drink like an honeſt good 
fellow, 


Like Bacchus, we'd honour his buckſhip Apollo. 


What are miſſes, the muſes, to nine mouldy 
casks ? 
Or the tea table's ſplendor, to ſplendid full flaſks ? 
What is Pegaſus good for? Yes, he ſhall be mine; 
III keep him as porter to fly for my wine. 


In daily-deck'd meads, when the birds whiſtle 
we; round, 
bos Grill is their muſic, how ſimple the ſound ? 
his N Give me a bell's tinkle, a fat landlord's roar, 
and a good fellow's order, Boy, fix bottles more. 
Ty G 3 Can 
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Can muſic or verſe, love or landſcape, beftoy e are d 
A ſix- bottle ſound, or a ſix- bottle ſhow ? ſe 
Cou'd I meet them at midnight, their bottoms I. The m 
try, | rom th 
Who firſt ſhould give out, faith, the bottles or! ſt 
Like ſt 
This tuning and piping ! no longer I'll bear it 
What's all pipes of muſic, to one pipe of claret Aſtride oi 
By my foul, bucks, I love it, and why, wou'd you | fit m. 
know ? Like grap 
Drink only as I've done, you'll all like it too. And a 
| charge | 
EE N Weng No an 
| Each dro 
SONG 59. TBP WINE Vaurr. And m 
By Mr, GrORCE ALEXANDER STEVENS, ound th: 
W. 
Tune: The Hounds are all out. View tl 
on bott! 
ONTENTED I am, and contented Þ 11 be, Like ar 
For what can this world more afford, 
Iban a girl that will ſociably fit on my knee, My cellar 
And a cellar that's plentiful ſtor'd. All glo 
My brave bn When I c. 
As king 
My vault-door 1s open, deſcend ev'ry gueſt, 
Broach that cask, aye, that wine we will try, Nike Mac 
"Tis as ſweet as the lips of your love to the taſte, In deſia 
And as bright as her cheek to the eye. Who cry' 
ſ 
In a piece of ſlit hoop I my candle have ſtuck, Pl . 
Twill light us each bottle to hand; 
And the foot of my glaſs for the purpoſe I broks When th 
For J hate that a bumper ſhould ſtand. F Fr 


We 


9 1 


on e are dry where we fit, tho* the 902zing drops 
ſeem 
The moiſt walls with wet pearls to emboſs, 
From the arch, mouldy cobwebs in Gothic taſte 
ſtream, 
Like ſtucco work cut out of moſs, 


\ftride on a butt, as a butt ſhould be ſtrod, 
| fit my companions among, 
Like grape-blefſing Bacchus, the goodfellow's god, 
And a Sentiment give or a Song. 


[ charge ſpoil in hand, and my empire maintain, 
No ancient more patriot- like bled; 

Each drop in defence of delight I will drain, 
And myſelf for my Bucks III drink dead. 


Sound that pipe, 'tis in tune, and thoſe bins are 
well fill'd, 


View that heap of Old Hock in the rear; 


'on bottles of Burgundy, ſee how they're pil'd, 
Like artillery, tier over tier. 


My cellar's my camp, and my ſoldiers my flasks, 
All gloriogily rang'd in review, 

When I caſkamy eyes round, I conſider my casks 
As kingdoms I've yet to ſubdue. 


Like Macedon's madman my drink I'll enjoy, 
In defiance of gravel and gout ; 


Who cry'd, when he had no more worlds to 
ſubdue— 


L weep when my liquor is out. 


When the lamp is brimful, ſee the flame brightly 
ſhines, 


Put when wanting moiſture, decays ; A 


L 80 ] 
Repleniſh the lamp of my life with rich wines, 
Or elle there's an end of my blaze, 


Iltho' I 
et he w 
But did d 
ntil my 


*Tis my will when I die, not a tear ſhou'd be ſhed 


No nic JacEr be cut on my ſtone ; That I 
But pour on my coffin a bottle of red: But yet 
And ſay, A choice fellow is gone. My brave by, 

\s for my 

| 1 And after 

you le bid em 

nd gang 

My par 

SONG 60, Yet ſtil 

THE SpixnnixG WHEEL. lo opp! 

8 I fat at my ſpinning-wheel, fe 

A bonny lad there paſſed by, I] learn | 

1 kenn'd him round, and 1 lik'd him weel ; Coed & 

Gued feth he had a bonny eye: But ſtill 
My heart new panting, 'gan to feel, 

But ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning-wheel. He lowly 

Ind ſweet 

Moſt gracefully he did appear, et ſtill be 

As he my preſence did draw near, e urg'd 1 

And round about my ſlender waiſt Till Ir 

He claſp'd his arms, and me embrac'd : Then le! 
To kiſs my hand he down did kneel, 

As I fat at my ſpinning-wheel. imong th 

| hen with 

My milk white hand he did extol, 'hat dam 

And prais'd my fingers long and ſmall, youth w 

And ſaid, there was no lady fair, The ple: 

That ever could with me compare: It far ſu; 


Thoſe pleaſing words my heart did feel, 
But ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning-wheel, 


Altho 


{ 81 J 
Wa 1tho' I ſeemingly did chide, 
et he would never be deny'd, 
zut did declare his love the more, 
ntil my heart was wounded ſore ; 
That I my love could ſcarce conceal, 
But yet I turn'd my ſpinning-wheel. 


s for my yarn, my rock and reel, 
and after that my ſpinning-wheel, 
e bid me leave them al! with ſpeed, 
nd gang with him to yonder mead : 
My panting heart ſtrange flames did feel, 
Yet ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning-wheel, 


e topp'd and gaz'd, and blithly ſaid, 
low ſpeed the wheel, my bonny maid, 
But if thou'dſt to che hay-cock go, 
learn thee better work I tro: 

s Gued feth, I lid him paſſing we el, 
But ſtill I turn'd my fſpinning-wheel, 


He lowly veil'd his bonnet oft, 
And ſweetly kiſt my lips ſo ſoft ; 
et ſtill between each honey kiſs, 
e urg'd me on to farther bliſs : 
Till Ireſiſtleſs fire did feel, 
Then let alone my ſpinning-wheel. 


imong the pleaſant cocks of hay, 
hen with my bonny lad J lay, 

hat damſel ever could deny, 
\ youth with ſuch a charming eye ? 
The pleaſure I cannot reveal, 

it far ſurpaſt the ſpinning-wheel. 


( 821 


With 
SONG 61. Beho] 
By Mr. G·ORCE ALEXANDER STEVENS, po brave 
From 
Swell 
© by ſhip 1s paid off, ma 
I have money enough ; 2 

And if ſo be that Suſan ſhould like it, 
In a briſk loving gale, 9 
To be married we'll ſail; | Call ; 
If it ſhall be a bargain, laſs? ſtrike it. nd we'll 
When I firſt went on board, From 
Why you gave me your word, Britiſt 
That wedlock's point we ſhould weather; andeth f 
Then to church let us go, Let V 
Come Il take you in tow, And t 
And parſon ſhall ſplice us together. itiſn fait 
From 
Of op 
SONG 62. The REVIEW. Fair freedo 
| In ſafe 
For pi 
LL hail to the king, Powe 
That in youth's early ſpring, The fe 
Such a promiſe of glory diſplays ; By Ph 
May his race {till extend, Vere butt 
Freedom's cauſe to defend, For 2 
And the fame of old England to raiſe. And «| 
May our Edwards of old, his * 
And our Harrys ſo bold, But By 
In his iſſue again be renew'd; Draw 
That our ſons on the main, rom ſuch | 
May their empire maintain, And ti 
And commerce in ſafety purſu'd. When 


Vid 
In Dde ace! 
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ere 


4; 
With many a ſcar, 
Behold from the war, 

he brave legions of Britain advance : 
From Minden they come, 
Swell the fife, beat the drum, 

om Minden the terror of France : 
See the brave hardy crew, 
As they paſs 1n review, 

ow they ſmile on the king's royal train; 
When theſe their looks ſay, 
Call us forth, we obey, 

nd we'll fight all our battles again, 


From the eaſt to the weſt, 
Britiſh valour confeſt, 
andeth firſt on the records of fame; 
Let Willamſdorf's plain, 
And the borders of Spain, 
itiſn faith, Britiſh courage proclaim; 
From the dangerous ſword, 
Of oppreſſion reſtor'd, 
Fair freedom again ſhall diſplay; 
In ſafety her wings, 
For protection, while kings, 
rateſul homage to Britain ſhall pay. 


CO 


The feats that were done, 

By Philip's mad ſon, 

here but trifles to glories like theſe ; 
For ambition he fought, 

And the luſt only ſought, 

his blood-thirſty rage to appeaſe ; 
But Britons more brave, 
Draw the ſword but to fave, 

tom ſuch tyrants the right of mankind ; 

And the weapon again, 

Wen their end they obtain, 


oo © 
n Peace to the ſcabbard confign'd. 
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A full flowing glaſs, 
Now to Granby we'll paſs, With fr: 
And to each valiant leader beſide : Then 
Nor forget the brave crew, ence, £ 
That with hearts firm and true, For m 
For their country all danger dety'd : 
Let the drum beat a charge, Was the 
And the nation at large, In one 
Rend the wide vaulted Iky wich their ſong, Of conſt. 
Till echo the ſound, And v 
From her grotto rebound, To find ; 
And the loud gratulation prolong. Whole 
a Hence, g 
— — For m 
SONG 63. By Mr. Locxuax. 
* AINST the deſtructive wiles of man, 80 
Your hearts ye fair-ones! guard; N all 
Their only ſtudy's to trepan, "Th | 
And play a trickſter's card : The 5 


With ſtrange delight, poor women they ſlight, 
Amuſe, cajole, belie: And, bot 


Hence, girls! beware - look ſharp —take care: 1 
For men are wond'rous fly, 9 
That Proteus man, like him of old, The poet 
A thouſand forms will take: And what 
His venal ſoul is all for gold; Hiſtori 
A crocodile, or inake, How ther 
See his dire thread, this ſpider ſpread, Thro' difl 
To catch the female fly ; 'To givi 
Hence, girls! beware —look ſharp—take care: 
| They ſay 
or men are wond'rous ſly, 
| As any th 
A porcupine by rage inſpir'd, 8 ſo 
At nymphs he darts his quills : No 1 
A baſilisk by frenzy fir' d, | 1 75 
His glance by poiſon kills. With Pe 


1 
With fraudful arts he ſteals their hearts, 
Then throws the baubles by: 5 
ence, girls! beware - look ſharp—take care; 
For men are wond'rous ſly, | 


Was the whole race of men to meet 
In one wide-ſpreading plain, 
Of conſtancy, of faith to treat, 
And virtue's ſpotleſs train : 
To find a youth renown'd for truth, 
Whole ages we might try :— 
Hence, girls! beware—look ſharp—take care 
For men are wond'rous ly. 


wt 


SONG 64. Sou THIN New. 


N all mankind's promiſcuous race, 
The ſons of error urge their chace, 
The wondrous to purſue; 
And, both in country and in town, 
The curious courtier, Cit and clown, 
Solicit ſomething new. 


The poets ſtill from nature take, 
And what is ready made they make; 
Hiſtorians muſt be true: 
How therefore ſhall we find a road, 
Thro' diſſertation, ſong, or ode, 
'To give you ſomething new ? 


They ſay virginity is ſcarce, 
As any thing in proſe or verſe, 
And ſo is honour too; 
The papers of the day imply 
No more than that we live and die, 
And pay for ſomething new. 
+ H 
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What we offer at preſent, we hope will be new. 


86 J 
We ſee alike the woful dearth 


In melancholy, or in mirth; 
What then ſhall ladies do? 


When t] 
You all 1 


Seek virtue as th' immortal prize; When 
In fine, be honeſt, and be wile, | hl a 
For that is ſomething new. | 5 
N | — Vien rat 
| and trut? 

8 O N G 65. SOMETHING New. Then all 
ou will! 


MONG all the arts which to pleaſe we purſue, 
A Our ſureſt ſucceſs {till attends on what's ney, 
"Tis novelty pleaſes alike one and all, 
From the high to the low, the great and the {mal; 
To your ſervices bound, to your pleaſures ſtill true, 
We humbly muſt offer you, ſomething that's ney, 


To obtain this great point, tho' often we try, 
Our flower dreſt ſonnets ſoon languiſh and die; 
The ſoft arts of love, and the heroe's due praiſe, 
Have long been worn out, and unfit for our lay; 
Yet ſtill as your pleaſure is all we've in view, 


Ye wits and ye critics, ye belles and ye beau The Sher 


Ye lovers of wine, and ye lovers of cloaths By Mr 
Ye lovers of women, of tattle, of wit, 
To each, and to all, our ſong is now writ; lep berd. 
To pleaſe all alike we endeavour to do, | 
And that you'll agree will be new, very new. 1 
When the wits ceaſe to cenſure the unthinkin} 
When — 4 in praiſe of | Come, n 
praiſe of the moderns engage, " 
When fops ceale admiring their dreſs and thel "6 = 
parts, "I 2 


When belles ceaſe their ogling and angling fo 
hearts, When 


19 3 
When the toper his bottle ſhall ceaſe to purſue, 
You all will agree this is new, very new. 


When gameſters grow honeſt, and quit cards 
and dice, 
When prudes ſhall ceaſe calling of wenching a 
vice, 
Vien kx ſhall ceaſe at each other to rail, 
\nd truth, honeſt truth, ſhall o'er ſcandal prevail ; 
Vhen all married folks, to each other are true, 


ou will readily cry, this is new, very new. 


When 2 laugher ſhall ceaſe to be pleas'd with 
a joke, 
Vhen he courage of braggarts ſhall ceaſe to be 
ſmoke, 8 
hen miſers forget their old hoards to increaſe, 
hen party and rage, thro” the nation ſhall ceaſe, 
Vhen all this {hall happen, I doubt not but you, 
iI ſtrait clap your hands, and allow this is new. 


th K 


3 


8 ONG 66. 


he SHEPHERD and SHEPHERDESS, a Cantata. 
By Mr. GzORGE ALEXANDER OTEVENS. 


ep herd. REC1TATIVE. 


HE morning's freſhneſs calls me forth, 
'To view creation crown the earth. 


AIX. 


Come, my Lucy, come away, 
dhare with me this ſun-ſhine day; 
Sweets of May make nature gay, 
Come, my Lucy, come away. 


H 2 Shebherde/s. 
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| [ 88 ] 
Shepherdeſs. ReciTATIVE. 


Ah ! help me, ſhepherd, do but ſee, 
Pm ſtung this moment by a bee. 


Thoſe w 


n 
Shepherd. Arr. 3 
If you from a wound that's ſo ſmall feel a pain, WW fhall 
Then think what you give to a true-loving {wain, m 
When ſcornful you fly from his pray'rs: 
A bee's ſingle ſting but a little while ſmarts, i 
But wounds for years feſter in fond ſhepherd. . 117 17 
hearts | KEE. 
When laſſes will give themſelves airs. | * A 
Shepherdeſs. p09 36 Of 
Ah! ſhepherd, ah! ſhepherd, mankind, like th 
. us 
Fly buzzing about ev'ry beauty they ſee ; 8 
And when the believing fool'd maid, a vg 
O'ercome by their arts, feels the force of love 8 ; 
ſting ; _—_ 
At once, like the bee, the ſhepherd takes wing 
And laughing he leaves her betray'd. 
| but ſee the 
Shepherd, REciTATIVE. ind nibbl 
Let's home 


Then fix me at once for the reſt of my life, 
And from ſhepherd and laſs, let's be man af 
wife. 


Shepherdeſ/s. AIX. 


Maids well ſhould beware ere to that they conſent 
Thoſe in haſte to be marry'd, at leiture repent; 
We ſhould look ere we leap, tis a lott'ry for life, 
Where the blanks are all drawn by a man and 


wife, | | 
Shepht'h 


0-morrow 
wit 


nſent 
ent; 
life, 
nd B 


ep beth 


1 89 J 
Shepherd. 


Thoſe who wed for mere wealth ſuch misfortunes 
may prove, love; 

zut we buy wedlock's tickets with true love for 
nd fince friendſhip's the prize in the lott'ry for life, 
Ve ſhall Rand the beſt chance when we're made 
man and wife, 


Shepherdeſs. 


Prall I liberty leave, and ſubmit to be rul'd ; 


To my children a ſlave, by my huſband be fooP'd ; 


WT he day ſpend in trouble, the nigkt waſte in ſtrife ? 


This is often the change from a maid to a wife. 
Shepherd. 


ea wife take, *tis ſaid e'er for better or worſe ; 
larriage therefore is either a bleſſing or curſe ; 
et us thew, by example, the bleſſings of life 

an only be found in a man and his wife. 


Shepherdeſs. 


ut ſce the ſun ſetting, the clouds ſkirt with gold, 
ind pibbling focks rifivg, repair to heir fold; 


Let's homeward repair 


Both. 


And to end further ſtrife, 
* my dear, we'll be made man and 
wife. 


LF -« 
| Our joys, 
SONG 67. On the MARRIACE Acer. nd griet 
When for 
heir kir 
Yet chang 
No longer 


HE fool that is wealthy is ſure of a bride; 

For riches, like fig-leaves, their nakedneſ 
hide : 

The ſlave that is poor muſt ſtarve all his life, 

In a batchelor's bed, without miſtreſs or wife. 


In good days of yore they neꝰ er troubled their heads 


In ſettling of jointures, or making of deeds; AR 

But Adam and Eve, when they firſt enter'd courk, nd in fo 

Fen took one another, for better, for worſe. With him 

Then prithee, dear Chloe, ne'er aim to be great; 3 

Let love be thy jointure ; ne'er mind an eſtate : r 

You can never be poor, who have all thoſe charms; Joint is th 

And I ſhall be rich, when I've you in my arms, — ih 

Now ſu 

SONG 68, Now fwell 

Like ripen 

On FRIENDS EHI. The germ. 

Blended a: 

HE world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit, Not fowers 

And triendſhip's ajewel we ſeldom can meet; Acanthus, 

How ſtrange does it ſeem, that in ſearching around, Mo make | 
This ſource of content is ſo rare to be found? 

O, friendſhip ! thou balm, and rich ſweet'ner d With b: 

life : A; it It le 

Kind parent of eaſe, and compoſer of ſtrife ; Bat May i. 

Without thee, alas! what are riches and pow'r, What he 

But empty deluſion, the joys of an hour ? 23 anin 

And Or eac 

How much to be priz'd and eſteem'd is a friend, bus mon 

On whom we may always with ſafety depend? he growt 


Ou 
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Our joys, when extended, will always increaſe, 
nd griefs, when divided, are hufh'd into peace: 

When fortune is ſmiling what crowds will appear, 
heir kindneſs to offer, and friendſhip ſincere ; 

Yet change but the proſpeR, and point out diſtreſs, 


nel 
No longer to court you they eagerly preſs, 


SONG 69. Joxx. 
ARK ! *tis the woodlark's note, he feels the 


ſun, 

And in full glee his mattins has begun, 
With him the linnet and the blackbird vie, 
Vho ſweeteſt ſhall ſalute the ſummer iky ; 
From buſh to buſh the jealouſy, like fire, 
Seems to enflame the univerſal choir, 

Joint is the chorus, ſweet the ſerenade, 
Sweet vocal needs no inſtrumental aid. 


Now ſwell the udders of the milky kine, 
Now {wells the green grape on the tender vine; 
Like ripen'd ſtrawberries of red and white 
The germinating bloſſoms charm the ſight ; 
Blended as in the rain- bow, various hues 
Of flowers uncounted drink the morning dews ; 
Acanthus, hyacinth, and crocus meet 
To make young June rich ſandals for her feet. 


With backward pace a ſea-crab leads the way, 
A if it fled the fond purſuit of May; 
but May is gone, and leaves to buxom june 
What ſhe had rear'd, with nicer care to prune 3 
With animating heat to warm the ſeed, 
And ol each plant the tender roots to feed. 
Thus month to month ſucceſſive recommends 
Lhe growth of Nature to promote her ends ; 


Give 


G 1 * of 
* A ar — Roms | >” AS — 
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Give to each other's hands the forming care, 
Firk January binds with nipping air, 
Next February lays the earth in ſnows, 
And March reſtrains them as his tempeſt blows. 
Wich milder aſpect April ſeads his ſhower, 
And May's warm ſun awakes herb, tree and flo, 
Till warmer ſuns, with brighter June combine 
To aid young Nature in her great delign, 


low Cel. 
Had re: 
With moc 
And ch 
he ſhept 
His joy 
But, as ea 


Thus cl 


SONG po. 


The REcaxTaTioONn. A favourite CAN TATA. 


RECITATIVE. 


HE kind appointment Czlia made, 
And nam'd the myrtle bow'r ; 
There, fretting, long poor Damon ſtay'd 
Beyond the promis'd hour : 
No longer able to contain 
This anxious expectation, 
With rage he ſought t'allay his pain, 


( 
0 


ALL, 


And vented thus his paſhon. Wh 

And bre 

Ark. Tis thine | 

nd open 

To all the ſex deceitful The glos 
A long and lait adieu, 

Since women prove ungrateful Thile yon 

As long as men prove true. hat ſoftly 

The pains they give are many, Andreſt 

And, Ob ! too hard to bear ; his pipe, 

The zoys they give—if any, ts rural no 

Few, Bort, and inſincere. And aſk 


RFPCITATIWI 


= 1 


are, ReciTaTiIve, 


Tow Cælia, from Mamma got looſe, 
Had reach'd the calm retreat ; 

With modeſt bluſh ſhe begg'd excuſe, 
And chid her tardy feet. 

he ſhepherd, from each doubt releas'd, 
His joy could not reſtrain, 

zut, as each tender thought increas'd, 

Thus chang'd his railing rain. 


A1 Re 


How engaging, how endearing, 
Is a lover's pain and care! 

And what joy the nymph's appearing 
After abſence or deſpair 

Women wiſe increaſe deſirin 
By contriving kind delays ; 

And, advancing or retiring, 

All they mean is—more to pleaſe, 


AT. 


| 
7 
: 
( 
h 
3 
; 
| 


SONG 71. SUMMER; | 


- 
n 


ALL, gentle Summer to this iſle! 
Where nature's faireſt beauties ſmile, 

And breathe in every plain ; 

Tis thine to bid each flow'r diſplay, 

nd open to the eye of day 

The glories of its reign. 


Viule yon few ſheep enjoy the breeze, 

hat ſoftly dies upon the trees, 

And reſt beneath the ſhade ; 

1's pipe, which Damon gave, ſhall raiſe 
ts rural notes to ſing thy praiſe, 

And aſk the muſe's aid. 


* 18 w . 2 — 
4 U x wo « 8 10 wo” * 
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vil 


Diana's 
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Diana's ear {hall catch the ſound, 
And all the nymphs that ſport around 
The vale, or upland lawn; 
The nymphs, that o'er the mountain's brow, 
Purſue the lightly-bounding roe, | 
Or chaſe the flying fawn. 


Even now, perchance, ſome cool retreat 
Defends the lovely train from heat, 

And Phœbus' noon-tide beam; 
Perchance, they twine the flowery crown 
On beds of roſes, ſoft as down, 

Beſide the winding ſtream, 


Delightful ſeafon ! every mead 
With thy fair robe of plenty ſpread, 
To thee that plenty awes ; 
The laughing fields with joy declare, 
And whiſper all in reaſon's ear, 
From whence that plenty flows. 


Happy the man, whoſe veſſel glides, 
Safe and unhurt by paſſion's tides, 
Nor courts the guſts of praiſe ! 
He ſails with even, ſteady pace, 
While virtue's full-blown — grace 
The ſummer of his days. 


8 ON 72. 


E belles, and beaux, attend my ſong, 
Pl tell you ſomething new; 
Perhaps you'll ſmile and think me wrong, 
Tho' ſtrange you'll find it true: 


11 


days of 
TI was W: 
ut moderr 


Tis folly 


t no gra! 
And thin 
1] bealt ol 
Our paſli 
bſerve, at 
He bids y 
et o'er his 


'Tis folly 


e mils ful 
e ſighs an 
nd tho” ſh 
She will! 
ys ſage m 
Be chaſtit 
ut miſs ded 


'Tis folly 


o more the 
Once taug 
leve me, 
The ancic 
$ thro? life 
We diff N 
t be the | 
'11s folly 


1. 
days of yore, hiſtorians ſay, 
rwas wiſdom bore the prize; 

ut modern times have chang'd the lay, 
'Tis folly to be wife. | 


et no grave Cynic take offence, 

And think me too unkind ; 

!] beaſt of wiſdom's but pretence, 
Our paſſions make us blind: 

bſerve, at church, the learned prieſt, 
He bids you temp'rance prize; 

et o'er his bottle, at a feaſt, 

'Tis folly to be wiſe, 


e mils full fifteen years has run, 

e ſighs and thinks of love; 

nd tho? ſhe's ſure to be undone, 
She will the paſſion prove: 

ys ſage mamma to pert miſs prue, 
Be chaſtity your prize; 

ut miſs declares, when men purſue, 
'Tis folly to be wiſe. 


o more thoſe muſty rules purſue, 
Once taught in -heathen ſchools ; 
eve me, for I tell you true, 

The ancients were but fools : 

s thro? life's ſtream we glide along, 
Ve diff'rent paſſions prize; 

t be the burthen of my ſong, 

'11s folly to be wiſe. 
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It happe 

g By tre 

SONG 73 2 

E virgins attend, believe me your friend, L wiſh 

Y And with pradence adhere to my plan; Wiſe, happy 
Ne'er let it be ſaid, there goes an old maid, 1 vow?! 
But get marry'd as faſt as you can. For I the 
Tho! “ 


As ſoon as you find your hearts are inclin'd, 
To beat quick at the fight of a man, Perhaps) 


Then chooſe out a youth, with honour and truth , _ | 
, 1 Can, n 

And get marry'd as faſt as you c Walk 

For age, like a cloud, your charms will ſoon ſhroui¶ But bleſt 

And this whimſical life's but a ſpan ; That C 

Then maids make your hay, while Sol darts his His ſenſe 

And get marry'd as faſt as you can. My Co 

The tre-cherous rake, will artfully take, do + 

, : 5 0 chu 

Ev'ry method poor girls to trepan; With dle. 

But baffle the ſnare, make virtue, your care, f na. 

And get marry'd as faſt as you can. 

Long cou 

And when Hymen's bands have join'd both yo Your a 

hands, | For alway 

The bright flame ſtill continue to fan; Few we 
Ne'er harbour the ſtings that jealouſy bring, 

But be conſtant and bleſt while you can. And now 

No jarr 

No argum 

SONG 74 But fon 

Hail wed! 

HEN I was a girl I had often heard tel WW But wo! 

Of the ſweets and ſours of marriage: But I with 

But I was determin'd perchance it e'er fell, Sing bl 


To venture good luck or miſcarriage. 


„ 
[t happen'd that once an acquaintance of mine, 
By tree conſent of her mother, 
IA pretty young fellow in wedlock did join, 
I wiſh'd for juſt ſuch another, | 


So happy they ſeem'd and ſo pleaſant they were, 
| vow'd I'd be married——and ſoon, . 
For I thought I wou'd ſacrifice all I declare, 
Tho? *twere, but for the honey moon. 


Perhaps you may call me'pert forward bold thing, 
And your noſes turn up with a ſcoff, 

But none of you all tho” you flounce and you fling, 
Of a huſband would e'er declare off. 


But bleſt be the fates the day and the hour, 
That Corydon brought to my fight ; 

His ſenſe and good nature's a x fo, jo and dow'r, 
My Corydon's all my delight. 


In words fewer words than lovers oft ſay, 
To church we conſented to go, . 

With pleaſure I promis'd to love and obey, 
I wiſh ev'ry one would do ſo. 


Long courtſhips—believe me—are nothing but 
Your angels and diamonds a jeſt, [ wind, 
For always I think if I ſoeak out my mind, 
Few words to a bargain are beſt. 


And now my whole care's to pleaſe my dear mate, 
No jarring nor brawling we know, 

No argument holding of this and of that, 
But fonder and fonder we grow. 


Hail wedlock—bleſt ftate—where each can agree, 
But woful to thoſe who've miſcarried, 

But | with my Corydon, live as if free, 
Sing bleſt be the day that I married. 
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Her 
SONG 75. L 
tg 'Cauſe e 
On the CnARMus of Love. h 
MW The fall 
By Mr. Gzoxce ALEXANDER STEVENs, Love 7 
ET him, fond of fibbing, invoke whom he 
chuſes, Her le, 
Fine golden lock'd Phcebus, or miſſes the muſes; C: 
Or ſome name in the claſſical kingdom of letter, And equi 
Poets often are apt to make free with their betten. Met wedle 
Derry down, down, hey derry down, by her ' 
t 
h he thi 
But An hey ſay aught, ſave the thing which e 
No beauties I 1! plunder, yet give mine her due; _ ſa) 
She has charms upon charms, ſuch as few people Es AN 
may view, n „ AY, 
She has charms———-for the tooth-ach, and ck: WF" all le 
for the ague. 


Fer lips, ſhe has two, and her teeth they a 
; white, 

And what ſhe puts into her mouth they can bite; HE: 
Black and all black her eyes are, and ſprightl \ 


SON ( 


they ſpark ; With my 
Yet they're ſhut when ſhe ſleeps, and ſhe's blind idifturb?s 
in the dark. "WS 
wy eme p 
Her waiſt is ſo—/e—T'lI not waſte words about it 
Her heart is within it, her ſtays are without it; We: the ſi 
Her breaiis are ſo pair'd, two ſuch breaſts when i For tue , 
you ſee, nd fee the 
You'll ſwear that no woman yet born e'er ha On the fa 
three, 


Her 


1 99 ] 
Her ears from her cheeks equal diſtance are 


bearing, 

'Cauſe each ſide her head ſhould go partners in 
hearing 3 

The fall of her neck's the downfal of beholders, 

Love tumbles them in by the head and the 

ſhoulders. 8 


Her legs are proportion'd to bear what they ve 
carry'd, a 
And equally pair'd as if happily marry'd ; 
Yet wedlock will ſometimes the beſt friends divide, 
By her ſpouſe thus they're ſerv'd, when he throws 
them aſide, 


Not too ſhort, nor too tall, but I'll venture to 
ſay, 
She's a very good ſize, in the middling way; 
She's, ay, that ſhe is, ſhe is all but I'm wrong, 
Her all I can't ſay, cauſe I've ſung all my ſong. 


— 


a 


SONG 76. Sumuri : a rural Sono. 


* the light cannot pierce, in a grove 
of tall trees, 

Wͤith my fair one as blooming as May, 

adiſturb'd by all found but the ſighs of the 


breeze, 
Let me paſs the hot noon of the day. 


nen the ſun leſs intenſe to the weſtward inclines, 
For tue meadows the groves we'll forſake, 

nd ſee the rays dance as inverted he ſhines 

On the face of ſome river or lake. 


I 2 Where 


- T 3. 

Where my faireſt and I, on its verge as we paſs, get 

(For *tis ſhe that muſt ſtill be my theme, ) — 8 

Our two ſhadows may view on the watery glaſs, 
While the fiſh are at play in the ſtream, 


* 


May the herds ceaſe to lowe, and the Jambkin 
to bleat, 
When ſhe fings me ſome amorous ſtrain; 
All be ſilent, and huſh'd, unleſs echo repeat 
The kind words, and ſweet ſounds back again, 


x And when we return to our cottage at night, Flakes 
4 Hand in hand as we ſauntering ſtray, When th 
4 Let the moon's filver beams thro? the leaves gin As ſhe 
1 us light, And the 

1 Juſt direct us, and chequer our way. All the 
v1 | 

C Let the nightingale warble its notes in our wa When th 
q As thus — y and flowly we move; Ina cr 
4. And let no ſingle thought be expreſs'd in our ta Talk of f 
& But of friendſhip improv'd into love. And of 
} | When th 
. Thus inchanted each day with theſe rural delight for 
i And ſecure from ambition's alarms, Or the) 


Soft love and repoſe ſhall divide all our =p And the x 
ns 


And each morning ſhall riſe with new c Leſt he 
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SONG 77. WinTEs : a paſtoral BAT 1 * 

HEN the trees are all bare, not a leaf here on 

be ſeen, Wo was 

And the meadows their beauty have loſt ; N ) 

. Nor feel a 

When nature's diſrob'd of her mantle of green, But ſuch 


And the ſtreams are faſt bound with the Lor 
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While the peaſant, inactive, ſtands ſhivering with 
cold, | 
As bleak the winds northerly blow; | 
And the innocent flocks run for eaſe to their fold, 
With their fleeces beſprinkled with ſnow : 


In the yard when the cattle are fodder'd with 
ſtraw, 2 > i 
And they ſend forth their breath like a ſteam ; 
And the neat looking dairy-maid ſees ſhe muſt 
thaw 
Flakes of ice that ſhe finds in the cream: 
When the ſweet country maiden, as freſh as a roſe, 
As ſhe careleſly trips often ſlides ; 
And che ruſtics laugh loud, if by falling ſhe ſhows 
All the charms that her modeſty hides : 


When the lads and the laſſes for company join'd, 
In a crowd round the embers are met; 

Talk of fairies and witches that ride on the wind, 
And of ghoſts, til! they're all in a ſweat : | 
When the birds to the barn come hovering for 

food, | 
Or they ſilently fit on the ſpray ; | 
And the poor timid hare in vain ſeeks the wood, 
Leſt her footſteps her courſe ſhould betray. 


Heav'n grant in this ſeaſon it may prove my lot, 
With the nymph whom J love and admire, . 
While the icicles hang from the eves of my cot, 
I may thither in ſafety retire ! 
Where in neatneſs and quiet, and free from. 
ſurprize, ; | 
We may live, and no hardſhips endure ; 
Nor feel any turbulent paſſions ariſe, 
But ſuch as each other may cure. 
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SONG 78. PouoxA: a Paſtoral, 


By Mr. J. Cux NIX cHAu. 


ROM orchards of ample extent, 
Pomona's compell'd to depart ; 
And thus, .as in anguiſh ſhe went, 
The goddeſs unburthen'd her heart : 


To flouriſh where liberty reigns, 
« Was all my fond wiſhes requir'd ; 
„And here I agreed with the ſwains, 
« To live til their freedom expit'd. 


«« Of late you have nutaber'd my trees, 
« And threaten'd to limit my ſtore ; 

„ Alas—from ſuch maxims as theſe, 
« ] fear—that your freedom's no more. 


« My flight will be fatal to May: 

« For how can her gardens be fine ? 
The bloſſoms are doom'd to decay, 

«« The blofloms, 1 mean that were mine. 


« Rich Autamn remembers me well : 
« My fruitage was fair to behold ! 
„ My pears !—how J ripen'd their ſwell ! 


« My pippins ! were pippins of gold! 


© Let Ceres drudge on with her plovghs ! 
She droops as ſhe furrows the ſoil ; 
« A nectar] ſhake from my boughs, 

« A near that ſoftens my toll. 


« When Bacchus began to repine, 
% With patience I bore his abuſe; 


« He 


« He fa 
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103 ] 
« He ſaid that I plander'd the vine, 
He ſaid that I pülfer d his juice. 


I know the proud arenkerd denies 
That trees of my culture ſhould grow : : 
« But let not the traitor advile : 
« He comes from the climes of your foe. 


« Alas! in your filence Iread 

« The ſentence Pm doom'd to deplore : 
« 'Tis plain the great Pan has decreed, 

« My orchard ſhall flouriſh no more. * 


The Goddeſs flew off in PTE ; 
As all her ſweet honours declin'd : 

And plenty and pleaſure declare, 
They'll loiter no longer behind. 


SONG 79. The Forces of Love. 
By Mr. ABRAHAM COWLEY. 


128 an apple up a hill, 
Down the apple tumbles ſtill; 
Roll it down it never ſtops, 

Till within the vale it drops: 


2 are all things prone to love, 
below, and all above. 


Down the mountain flows the ſtream, 
p aſcends the lambent flame; 
pmoke and vapour mount the ſkies, 
al! preſerve their unities; 
Jooght below, and nought above, 
tems averſe, but prone to love. 
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Stop the meteor in its flight, 
Or the orient rays of light; 
Bid Dan Phœbus not to ſhine ; 
Bid the planets not incline ; 
"Tis as vain below, above, 
To impede the courſe of love. 


Salamanders live in fire, 
Eagles to the ſkies aſpire ; 
Diamonds in their quarries lie, 
Rivers do the ſea ſupply : _ - 
Thus appears, below, above, 

A propenſity to love. 


Metals grow within the mine, 
Luſcious grapes upon the vine; 
Still the needle marks the pole, 
Parts are equal to the whole; 


*Tis a truth as clear, that love 


Quickens all below, above. 


Man is born to live and die, 


Snakes to creep, and birds to fly ; 


Fiſhes in the water ſwim, 

Doves are mild, and lions grim ; 
Nature thus below, above, 
Puſhes all things on to love. 


Does the cedar love the mountain ? 
Or the thirſty deer the fountain ? 
Does the ſhepherd love his crook ? 


Or the willow court the brook ? 


Thus by nature all things move, 


Like a running ſtream, to love. 


Is the valiant hero bold ? 
Does the miſer doat on gold ? 


eek the 
Preathes | 
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deek the birds in ſpring te pair ? 
greathes the roſe- bud ſcented air? 
Chould you this deny, you'll prove 
Nature is averſe. to love. 


As the wencher loves a laſs, 
Is the toper loves his glaſs, 
As the friar loves his cowl, 
Or the miller loves the toll, 
So do all, below, above, 
ly precipitate to love, 


When young maidens courtſhip ſhun, 
When the moon out ſhines the ſun, 
When the tygers lambs beget, 

When the ſnow 1s black as jet, 

When the planets ceaſe to move, 

Then ſhall nature ceaſe to love. 


— oh — — 


SONG 80, Tus SHEPHERD's INVITATION. 
By Mr. CRRISsTOFPRER MARLOW. 


OME live with me and be my love, 
And we will all the pleaſure prove, 
Of hills and valleys, dales and fields, 


and all the craggy mountain yields, 


There will we fit upon the rocks, 
And ſee the ſhepherds feed their flocks, 
By ſhallow rivers, to whoſe falls 
Melodious birds ſing madrigals. 


There will I make thee beds of roſes, 
With a thouſand tragrant poſies, 
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A cap of flowers, and a kirtle 


\nd Philo 
' Embroider'd all with leaves of myrtle. c 


he reſt cc 


A gown, made of the fineſt wool The floy 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull, 0 waywa 
Slippers lin'd choicely for the cold, \ honey-tc 
With buckles of the pureſt gold. | fancy's f 

A belt of ſtraw, and ivy buds, Thy gov 
With coral claſps, and amber ſtyds ; hy cap, t 
And if theſe pleaſures may thee move, oon break 
Come live with me, and be my love. n folly rip 

Thy filver diſhes for thy meat, Thy bel 
As precious as the gods do eat, hy coral 
Shall on an ivory table, be I theſe in 
Prepar'd each day for thee and me 0 come tc 

The ſhepherd-ſwains ſhall dance and fing What ſhi 
For thy delight each May-morning : b better m 
If theſe delights thy mind may move, heſe are b 
Then live with me, and be my love. hich God 
1 7 But coulc 

ad joy no 

SONG 81. Tur Nxurn's Axswan. en theſe: 

0 live witl 


By Sir WALTER RAWLEIGH., 


F all the world in love were young, 
| Ind truth on every ſhepherd's tongue, 
1 heſe petty pleaſures might me move 
To hve with thee, and be thy love. 


O NG 


OMEF, |] 

And w 
| plains anc 
here fragr. 


But time drives flocks from field to fold 
When rivers rage, and rocks grow cold, 
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und Philomel becometh dumb, 
he reſt complain of cares to come. 


The flowers that bloom in wanton field 
o wayward winter's beck'ning yield; 
\ honey-tongue, a heart of gall, 

c fancy's ſpring, but ſorrows fall. 


Thy gowns, thy ſhoes, thy beds of roſes, 
hy cap, thy kirtle, and thy poſies, 

oon break, ſoon wither, ſoon forgotten, 

n folly ripe, in reaſon rotten, 


Thy belt of ſtraw, and jvy buds, 
hy coral claſps, and amber ſtuds, 
l theſe in me no mind can move 
o come to thee, and be thy love. 


What ſhould we talk of dainties then, 
better meat rhan's fit for men? 
heſe are but vain ; that's only 


hich God hath bleſt, and ſent for food. 


But could youth laſt, and love till breed, 
ad joy no date, and age no need, 

nen theſe delights my mind might move 

0 live with thee, and be thy love. 


———————— 


SONG $2. In Imitation of MaRTLOw. 


OME, live with me, and be my dear, 
And we will revel all the year, 

plains and groves, on hills and dales, 
lere fragrant air breeds ſweeteſt gales. 
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There ſhall you have the beauteous pine, 


The cedar, and the ſpreading vine, hoſe n1 
And all the woods to be a ſcreen, Shall tun 
Leſt Phoebus kiſs my ſummer's green. 
Thus a 
The ſeat of your diſport ſhall be In ſportfu 
Over ſome river in a tree, he nim 
Where filver ſands and pebbles ſing, Shall dan 
Eternal ditties to the ſpring. ral 


our preſ 
hen con 


There ſhall you ſee the nymphs at play, 
And how the ſatyrs ſpend the day; 


The fiſhes gliding on the ſands, ind we u 
Offering their bellies to your hands. 
The birds, with heavenly - tuned throats, 1 
Poſſeſs wood's echo with ſweet notes, | 
Which to your ſenſes will impart 
A muſic to enflame the hea: t. N 
Upon the bare and leafleſs oak, 
The ring-deve's wooings will 1 
A colder blood than you poſſeſs OM 
To play with me, and do no leſs, er. 
In bowers of laurel, trimly dight, Of golden 
We will outwear the ſilent night, With filke 
While Flora buſy 1s to ſpread Th 
Her richeſt treaſure on her bed. More er — 
Ten thouſand glow- worms ſhall attend, — 1 
And all their ſparkling lights ſhall ſpend, Sing tl 
All to adorn and beautify When 1 
Your lodging with more majeſty. Each 25 
Then in my arms will I incloſe pry 


_ Lily'sfair mixture with the roſe ; 
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hoſe nice perfections in love's play 
Shall tune me to the higheſt key. 


Thus as we paſs the welcome night, 
In ſportful pleaſure and delight, 
he nimble fairies on the grounds 
Shall dance, and ſing melodious ſounds, 


If theſe may ſerve for to entice 

our preſence to love's paradiſe, 

hen come with me, and be my dear, 
ind we will ſtrait begin the year. 


SONG 83. The Barr. 
Another imitation of MAR LOW. 


By Dr. Dor N E. 


OME live with me, and be my love, 
And we will ſome new pleaſures prove, 
Of golden ſands and cryſtal brooks, 
With filken lines, and ſlender hooks, 


There will the river whiſp'ring run, 
More, by thy eyes warm'd, than the ſun ; 
And there th' enamour'd fiſh will ſtay, 
begging themſelves they may betray. 


When thou wilt ſport in that live bath, 
Each native, which the current hath, 
Moſt amorouſly to thee will ſwim, 
wil o catch thee gladder 2 thou him. 
| T 


— — — 
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If thou, to be ſo ſeen, art loth, 
By ſun or moon thou darken'ſt both, 
And if my eyes have leave to ſee, 
Their light I need not, having thee. 


Let others freeze with angling reeds, 
And cut their legs with ſhells and weeds, 
Or treach'rouſly poor fiſh beſet, 

With ſtrangling 22 or windowy net. 


Let coarſe bold hands, from ſlimy. neſt, 


The bedded trout in banks out- wreit. 


Let curious traitors mimick flies, 


To 'witch poor wand'ring fiſhes eyes. 


For thee, thou need'ſt not ſuch deceit, 
For thou thyſelf art thine own bait: 
That fiſk that is not caught thereby, 
Alas ! is wiſer far, than 1. 


—C 


— 


SONG 84 Jexxy PoiTIER, 


By Mr, GroxGe ALEXANDER STEVENS. 


Tune: When Twas a young one. 


E crambo compamons, who love - ſongz 


rehearſe, 


In iomething between common ſenſe, proſe and 


verie, 


Your jingle, your jargon, your fiction forbear, 
Attend truth*s deſcription of Jenny Poitier. 


One morn ſome choice ſpirits: in holy-daſ 


mirth, 


By Fancy invited aſſembled on earth; 


Wit pron 
He would 
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Wit promis'd, it ſeems, ere they quitted the air, 
He would make up the party with Jenny Poitier. 


In pleaſure's pavilion twas ſix d they ſhould 
meet, 
Buck Bacchus would 'butler be, Plenty would 
treat; 5 
Their hoſteſs Delight for the deſert took care, 
So gave Genius a card to bring Jenny Poitier. 


Love gaz'd as ſhe graceful ſwam dancing along; 
Humour whiſper'd to Harmony — encore her ſong; 
Admiration endeavour'd his joy to declare; 

Taſte joyouſly toaſted ſmart Jenny Poitier, 


Judgment enamour'd moſt rapturous kiſs'd her; 
Merit acknowledg'd the lady her fiſter ; 
Jem. Con. *twas allow'd by the company there, 
They all were related to Jenny Poitier, 


— Come Sullivan hold, TH not borrow from art, 
Her picture is pencil'd, and ſet in my heart; 

Put hgure—what's that? To perfections ſo rare, 
is tne dance, ſong, and ſpirit of Jenny Poitier, 


8 — 


SONG 85. Corn and Luc. 
nos 


and 


N the banks of that cryſtalline ſtream, 
Where Thames oft his current delays ! 

ind charms, more than poets can dream, 

In his Richmond's, bright villa ſurveys. 

ar Lucy, of all the gay throng, 

The faireſt that Britain has ſeen ! 

Ow drew every village along, 


From the day ſhe firſt danc'd on the green. 


Wit K 2 Ah [ 
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Ah! boaſt not of beauty's fond power, 
For ſhort is the triumph, ye fair! 

Not fleeter the bloom of cach flower; 
And hope is but gilded deſpair. 

His defire each ſwain now behold, 
By riches endeavours to prove! 

But Lucy, ſtill cries, what is gold, 

Or wealth when compar'd to his love? 


By the cle 
That re 
A-while it 
And the 
There ! tb 
»Tis Lui 
Ah! no, 
Some ha 


Like me, ſ. 
Like me 
Like me, h 
And like 
| come, de: 
Gay ſcer 
I come, anc 


No Colin ! together we'll wield 

Our ſickles in ſummer's bright day; 
Together we'll leaze o'er the field; 

And ſmile all our labours away! 
In winter I'll winnow the wheat 

As it falls, from your flail, oa the ground: 
That flail will be muſic, as ſweet 


When your voice in the labour is drown'd, From bo 
How oft would he ſpeak of his bliſs ? Like you ! 
How oft would he call her his maid ? And wep 
And Colin would ſeal, with a kits, Like you! 
Every promiſe and yow which he made, And boſo 
But hark ! o'er the graſs-level land, Ye meadow 
The village bells found on the plain! Your vely 
Falſe Colin this morn gave his hand ; All deaf to 
And Lucy's fond tears are in vain ! Which to 


our wiſh w 
Nor Colir 
doon, ſoon . 
Where he 


Sad Lucy too ſoon heard the tale; 

Too ſoon the ſad cauſe ſhe was told: 
That his was a nymph of the vale, 

That he broke his fond promiſe for gold! 


As the walk'd by the margin ſo green, hen claſpꝰd 
That ado:ns Thames' flowery fide ; Whoſe we 
[low oft was ſhe languiſhing ſeen ? 5 together 1 
How oft would ſhe gaze on the tide ? And a tho 
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By the clear mirror then as ſhe ſat, 
That reflected herſelf and the mead ; 
A-while ſhe bewail'd her ſad fate! 


There! there! is it Lucy I fee ? 
'Tis Lucy the loſt undone maid ! 
Ah! no, 'tis ſome Lucy like me, 
Some hapleſs young virgin betray'd. 


Like me, ſhe has ſorrow'd and wept 
Like me, ſhe has fondly believ'd; 
Like me, her true promiſe ſhe kept, 
And like me tos is falſely deceiv'd ! 
| come, dear companion in = ! - 
Gay ſcenes and fond pleaſures adieu ! 
I come, and we'll gather rehef ; 
From boſoms ſo chaſte and ſo true. 


Like you ! I have mourn'd the long night ; 
And wept out the day in deſpair ! 

Like you! I have baniſh'd delight; 
And boſom'd a friend in my care. 

Ye meadows, ſo lovely, farewell! 

Your velvet ſtill Colin ſhall tread, 

All deaf to the ſound of that knell, 

Which tolls for his Lucy when dead! 


our wiſh will too ſure be obey'd ! 
Nor Colin her loſs ſhall bemoan : 
don, ſoon ſhall poor Lucy be laid, 


hen claſp'd in the arms of that fair, 
Whoſe wealth has been Lucy's fad fate! 
together you breathe the free air, 

And a thouſand dear pleaſures relate; 


3 K 3 


And the green turf ftill pillow'd her head, 


K 


Where her heart ſhall be cold as your own. 


If 
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If chance, o'er my turf as you tread, 


You dare to affect a fond ſigh ! 8 
The primroſe will ſhrink its pale head; | 

Aud the violet languiſh and die. By Mr, 
Scarce echo had gather'd the ſound, 

But ſhe plung'd from her eraſs-ſpringing bed; 
The liquid ftream parts to the ground; HAT 

And the mirror clos'd over her head. Con 
The ſwains of the village at eve 

Oft meet at the dalk ſpreading yew ; 2a he 
T here, wonder how man could deceive Where 15 

A boſom ſo chaſte and ſo true! 1 
With garlands of every flower, 

Which Lucy herſelf ſhould have made, 
They raiſe up a ſhort-living bower, 

And fighing ! cry, peace to her ſhade! 8 
Then, hand lock'd in hand, as they move * obligir 

The green-platting hillock around; eng; 
They talk of ſad Lucy, and love! Put if bas. 


And freſhen with tears the fair ground. 
Nay! wiſh they had never been born, Tho ; 
Or liv'd the ſad moment to view! py 


When a Colin could thus be forſworn; Yet N * 
And a Lucy could fill be fo true r 


That life, w. 
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SONG 86. Huu-Buc. 


By Mr. GrORGE ALEXANDER STEVENS. 


l; Tune : Ye medley of mortals. 


HAT life is a joke, Johnny Gay has expreſs'd, 
Come on then ! Let us make the moſt of 
a jeſt ; 
In this world's great journey, all mortals are 
jogging, | 
Where ſome are hum-bug'd, and ſome others 
hum buging, 
Sing tantara-rara hum-bug, hum-bug, 
Sing tantara rara hum-bug. 


The courtier puts on a political face, | 
And obliging familiarly leers on his grace, 
Then cries, l'm your friend, fir, depend on my I 

word, 


But if you depend, you're hum-bug'd, by the Lord. 


Tho' in public, the prude wears the praveft 
grimace, 
Yet, in ſecret ſhe'll open her arms to embrace, 
And then honeſtly owns, as her fellow ſhe'll hug, 
That lite, without loving, is all a hum-bug. 


When the huſband will melt at his wanton 
wife's tears : 

Wen the virgin wall pity her flatterer's prayers ; 

When the love of a whore is believ'd by her cully ; 

All three are in juſtice hum-bug'd for their folly. 


When pretty miſs ſtruts in the faſhion's parade, 
0 pri; ſhe appears, that you'd ſwear ſhe's a maid .. . 
But 
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But, when wed, aſk her ſpouſe, and he'Il ane Ve lambki: 


you glum, Go bleat 
That her maidenhead, pſha ! it was only a hug, lis muſic 
His mar 
From mother to daughter this hum-bug is gone 
Women ever for wedlock vote zemine con; No verdure 
So wedlock and hum-bug alike we may call, No bloo 
That's right, ſays the parſon, I'll hum-bug you all, WT 8 * 
nd win 
Let me tell you that life's no more than No birds ir 
trouble, (Our hec 
Each pleaſure at beſt but a hum-buging bubble; ¶ Lince he th 
But hold, I've forgot what I thought to be at, Can gret 
So my bumper I'll drink; there's no hum- big. . 
in that. His Phillis 
And poe 
hey liſten 
SONG 87. Corvypon : a Paſtoral, But whac 
Ye ſhepher 
To the memory of WII IIA SnexsTonE, EAI. Fer Let 
do give me 
By Mr. J. Cux NIN CHAu. And thu: 
OME, ſhepherds, we'll follow the hearſe, 
We'll fee our lov'd Corydon laid: SON 
Tno' ſorrow may blemiſh the verſe, 
Yet let a fad tribute be paid. N the b; 
They call'd him the pride of the plain ; Cloſe te 
In ſooth he was gentle and kind! briſkly cro\ 
He mark'd on his elegant ſtrain Jocund t 


The graces that glow'd in his mind. 
Swiftly fro: 


On purpoſe he planted yon trees, Shadows 
That birds in the covert * dwell ; And the pe 
He cultur'd his thyme for the bees, Paints w 


But never wou'd rifle their cell. 
Ye 


Ine, 
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e lambkins that play'd at his feet, 
Go bleat—and your maſter bemoan; 
His muſic was artleſs and ſweet, 
His manners as mild as your own. 


No verdure ſhall cover the vale, 
No bloom on the bloſſoms appear; 
The ſweets, of the foreſt ſhall fail, 
And winter diſcolour the year. 
No birds in our hedges ſhall ſing, 
(Our hedges ſo vocal before) 
Since he that ſhould welcome the ſpring, 
Can greet the gay ſeaſon no more, 


His Phillis was fond of his praiſe, 
And poets came round in a throng ; 
They liſten' d they envy'd his lays, 
But which of them equal'd his ſong ? 
Ye ſhepherds, henceforward be mute, 
For loſt is the paſtoral ſtrain; 
do give me my Corydon's flute, 
And thus let me break it in twain. 


es, 


SONG 88. Morninc. By the ſmae. 


N the barn the tenant cock, 
Cloſe to partlet perch'd on high, 
briſkly crows, (the ſhepherd's clock !) 
Jocund that the morning's nigh. 


dwiſtly from the mountain's brow, 
Shadows, nurs'd by night, retire : 
And the peeping ſun-beam, now, 


Paints with gold the village ſpire. 
Philomel 
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Philomel forſakes the thorn, : 

Plaintive where ſhe ꝓrates at nights SON 
And the Lark, to meet the morn, 


Soars beyond the ſnepherd's fight. ERVID 
Now th 
From the low- roof 'd cottage ridge, rooping o'e 
See the chatt' ring Swallow {pring 3 Not a dew 
Darting through the one-arch'd'bridge, 
Quick the dips ther dappled wing. the brook 
From the f 
Now the pine-tree's waving top, helter'd, by 
Gently greets the morning gale: Pendant 0? 
Kidlings, now, begin to crop 
Daiſies, on the dewy dale. ow the ftocl 
Where unc 
From the balmy ſweets, uncloy'd, re to find a 
(Reſtleſs till her taſk be done) By the ivy” 
Now the buſy Bee's employ'd 
Sipping dew before the ſun, ho in her a 


Oer the rn 
annot catch 
Save the cl; 


Trickling through the crevic'd rock, 
Where the limpid ſtream deſtills, 
Sweet refreſhment waits the flock 
When tis ſun-drove trom the hills. attle court t. 
Where the 
with lange 


Midway in 


Colin's for the promis'd corn 
(E're the harveſt hopes are ripe) 
Anxious ;— whilit the huntſmen's horn, 
Boldly ſ.unding, drowns his pipe. t from mou 
Not a flutt”} 
atul left the 


dcorch its ſc 


Sweet O ſweet, the warbling throng, 
On the white embloſſom'd ſpray 
Nature's univerſal ſong 
Echos to the riſing day. it a leaf has 
Nature's lu! 
iet een the 


Tl a 
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So NG 89. Noon. By the ſame, 
ERVID on the glitt'ring flood, 
Now the noontide radiance glows : 


ooping o'er its infant bud, 
Not a dew-drop's left the roſe. 


the brook the ſhepherd dines,. 
Prom the fierce meridian heat, 
helter'd, by the branching pines, 
Pendant o'er his graſſy ſeat. 


ow the flock forſakes the glade, 

Where uncheck'd the ſun-beams fall; 
re to find a pleaſing ſhade 

By the ivy'd abbey wall. 


ho in her airy round, 

Ver the river, rock and hill, 
annot catch a ſingle ſound, 
Save the clack of yonder mill; 


ptcle court the zephyrs bland, 
Where the ſtreamlet wanders cool; 
with languid filence ſtand 

Midway in the marſhy pool. 


t from mountain, dell, or fream, 
Not a flutt'ring zephyr ſprings : 
atul leſt the noontide bean 

Scorch its ſoft, itsülken wings. 


t a leaf has leave to ſtir, 

Nature's lulPd—ſerene—and ſtill ! 
et e' en the ſhepherd's cur, 

I: eepinz on the heath-clad hill, 


Languid 


[ nao: | 


Languid is the landſcape round, Mark the 

Till the freſh deſcending ſhower, Breakin 
Grateful to the thirſty ground, 

Raiſes ev'ry fainting lower. Nos the h 

From t! 

Now the hill—the hedge—is green, And the b 

Now the warblers' throats in tune; Curling 
Blithſome is the verdant ſcene, 

Brighten'd by the beams of Noon! As the Tre 

Playful | 

To the bar 

Verges 1 

SONG go. Evenixc. By the ſame, 3 

| Tripping t! 

'ER the heath the heifer ſtrays Ver the 

O Free; - (the furrow'd taſk is done) = bien T 

ith he! 


Now the village windows blaze, 
Burniſh'd by the ſetting ſun. 


Linnets wit 
And the 
uning ſwe 


Bid the { 


Now he ſets behind the hill, 
Sinking from a golden ſky : 

Can the pencil's mimic ſxill, 
Copy the refulgent dye ? 


SON C 


Trudging as the plowmen go, 45 
„. Ir. 


(To the ſmoaking hamlet bound) 
Giant - like their ſhadows grow, 


Lengthen'd o'er the level ground. 1 
: HE ſa 
Where the riſing foreſt ſpreads, Abo 


Shelter, for the lordy dome! 
To their high-built airy beds, 


; et in ſpite 
See the rooks returning home 


dome hum 
: ſelye 
As the Lark with vary'd tune, 


Carols to the evening loud; 1 
y 


11 


Mark the mild reſplendent moon, 
Breaking through a parted cloud! 


Now the hermit Owlet peeps 
From the barn, or twiſted brake; 
And the blue miſt ſlowly creeps, 
Curling on the filver lake, 


As the Trout in ſpeckled pride, 
Playful from its boſom ſprings ; 
To the banks, a ruffled tide 
Verges in ſueceſſive rings. 


Tripping through the ſilken graſs, 
O'er the path- divided dale, 

Mark the roſe-complexion'd laſs 
With her well-pois'd milking pail. 


Linnets with unnumber'd notes, 
And the Cuckow bird with two, 
Tuning ſweet their mellow throats, 
bid the ſetting ſun adieu. 


SO NG 91. A new Hum-Buc Ballad. 


By Mr. Grox CE ALEXANDER STEVENS. 


Tune : Ye medley of mortals. 


T HE ſages of old, and the learned of this day, 
About life, and ſo forth, have ſaid, and 
will ſay. 

et in ſpite of their maxims, as things turn about, 

dome ham themſelves in, and ſome hum them- 
{elves out. 

Sing tantara-rara a hum, a hum, 

Sing tautara- rara a hum. 


Ma + L T his 


111 
This nation has often been humbug'd oN G 
hipp'd, 
We did'nt fail ſteddy, our helm was unſhipp'd; 
But now to an end of our jars we are come, 
And the French find our fighting's no longer: 


hum. 
: To | 
With paſſions and faſhions, and this thing a Mee 
chat, 3fth 
We would be, we ſhould be; but who can te Wh; 
what ; 185 
This world's a large hive, where to labour we'r * 
come, If a 
Put like bees, enjoy nothing, excepting eur hu * 
With ladies when jem mys and jeſſamys mis, a 
They talk, and they walk juſt hke things of n 17 1 
ſex ; 
Vet even theſe things, ſometimes huſbands becom Wit 
No, no, they're not huſbands, for there lays d V 
hum. As h 
| IF. ſh. 
Some men, all their youth, will live fing Kiſſe 
through ſpite; | And 
But when maggots of marriage old batchelors bit Fron 
Then they cunningly chuſe their own ſervants If ſh 
but mum, Wh 
Inſtead of a maid, they may meet with a hum. N 
We-all in our turns meet with pleaſures at — 
Ans, Na 
l and to hum, are our loſſes a meg 
| gains: 5 ' To} 
When bit we complain, but when biting ve! Tho: 
oy Y th Fare 
And—but our bottle is out boys, and thats t 


worſt hum. SON. 


and 


£0897 J. 


O NG 92. By Sir WALTER RALEIGH. 


HALL I, like an hermit dwell, 
On a rock, or in a cell, 

Calling home the ſmalleſt part 
That is miſũng of my heart, 
To beilow-it, where j may 

Meet a rival every day ? 
t ſne undervalues me, 
What care I how fair ſhe be? 


Were her treſſes angel gold; 
If a ſtranger may be bold, 
Unrebuked, unafraid, 

To convert them to a braid, 
And, with little more a-do, 
Work them into bracelets too; 
If the mine be grown ſo free, 
What care I] how rich it be? 


Were her hand as rich a prize 
As her Hairs, or precious eyes; 
If he lays them out to take 
Kiſſes for good manners ſake; 
And let ever lover ſkip 


From her hand unto her lip; 


If ſhe ſeem not chatte to me, 
What care I how chaſte ſhe be? 


No; ſhe mutt be perfect ſnow, 
In eFe& as well as ſhow, 
Warming but as fnow-balls do, 
Not like fre b burning too 3 
But when ſhe, by Change, hath got 
To! er n art A! ſecond lot ; 
'Thea, if  cthers ſhare with me, 
Fare el her, whate'er the he. 
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SONG 93. 


HENEVER I wed I'll have all things ny 


way, 
In nothing VII e'er be debarred ; 
For ſooner than e'er he my will fhou'd gainſay, 
Ud rat it, I'd never be marry'd. 


So many have thought, perhaps, you may ſay, 
And oft in this point have miſcarry'd ; 

But it ſignifies nothing, I will have my way, 
Or, rat it, I'll never be marry'd. . 


To be ſnubb'd, and be fool'd, that I never can bes, 
For that, faith, I always have parry'd, 

And before that a man ſhou'd be maſter, I ſwear, 
Ud rat it, I'd never be marry'd. 


Shou'd ought go awry, he ſhall frown and ſhall 
chide, 
If abſent I chanc'd to have tarry'd: 
On my word, mighty fine, on ſuch terms to bety'd, 
I wonder who'd ever be marry'd. 


I plenty of ſweethearts have had in my time, 
And each thought the day to have carry'd; 

Some courted in proſe, and others in rhyme, 
But none of the fools I e'er marry'd, 


For the way to live eaſy is ſingle to be; 
In wedlock what hopes have miſcarry'd ! 
No fellow on earth ſhall &er controul me, 
For, rat it, PlI never be marry'd. 


SONG 


HEN 

The 

face, 

For mamma 
Her heart pz 


No ſoonei 
han amon; 
and finding 
Her heart pa 


Tho? all « 

ut court, pa 
hough flat 

er heart p 

what 


A touch o 
From him 1 
Not knowin, 

er heart p 

what 


Ye fair tal 
Lach look, \ 
Give eaſe to 
Tho? they p 
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7 HEN Fanny to: woman 15 growing apace, 
The roſe- bud beginning to blow in her 
face, 


For mamma's wiſe precepts ſhe cares not a jot, 
Her heart pants for ſomething, ſhe cannot tell what. 


No ſooner the wanton her freedom obtains, 

nan among the gay youths a tyrant ſhe reigns 3 
And finding her beauty ſuch power has got, 

Her heart pants for ſomething, ſhe cannot tell what. 
a, 


Tho? all day in fplendor ſhe flaunts it about, 

it court, park, and play, ridotto, and rout ; 

hough flatter'd, and envy'd, yet pines at her lot, 

er heart pants for ſomething, but cannot tell 
what. 


A touch of the: hand, or a glance of the eye, 

From him ſhe likes beſt make her ready to die; 

Not knowing *tis Cupid: his arrow has ſhot, 

er heart pants for ſomething, but cannot tell 
what. 


Ye fair take advice, and be bleſt while you may, 
Lach look, word, and action, your wiſhes betray ; 
Live eaſe to your hearts by the conjugal knot, 
tno' they pant e'er ſo much, you'll ſoon know 
tor what, 


G L 3 SONG 
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SONG g5. KATE of ABERDEEN, 


HE filver moon's enamoured beam, 
Steals ſoftly through the night, 
To wanton with the winding ſtream, 
And kiſs reflected light: 
To courts begone heart-ſoothing ſleep, 
Where you've ſo ſeldom been, 
Whilit I May's wakeful vigil keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 


The nymphs and ſwains expectant wait, 
In primroſe chaplets gay, 
Till morn unbars her golden gate, 
And gives the promis'd May: 
The nymphs and ſwains ſhall all declare, 
The p:omis'd May —when ſeen, 
Not half ſo fragrant, half ſo fair, 
As Kate of Aberdeen. 


Fll tune my pipe to playful notes, 
And rouſe yon nodding grove, 


Till new wak'd birds diſtend their throats, 


And hail the maid I love : 
At her approach, the lark miſtakes, - 
And quits the new dreſt green ;— 


Fond bird ! 'tis not the morning breaks; 
*Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 


Now, blithſome, o'er the dewy mead, 
Where elves diſportive play, 

The feſtal dance young ſhepherds lead, 
Or ling their love-tun'd lay; 

Till May in morning robe, draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin queen ; 

The nymphs and ſwains, exulting, cry, 

Here's Kate of Aberdeen.” 


S ON 


SO! 


Tune 
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Kind paren 
And virt 
Jill man, 
And flatt 
ſa vain I ch 
Have pit) 


Happy a wl 

Ne'er the 
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And natu 
But now the 
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The force 
Now l'll be 
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And if I ſhe 
May I no 


Altho' misft 
And ſadd 
Yet my firm 
Or fear ri 
in ſpite of p 
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This is my 
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SONG 96. By Miss Younc. 


Tune: 1a infancy our hopes and fears. 


N infancy at Sunning-hill, 
My earlieſt days were known; 
Kind parents rectify'd my will, 
And virtue was my crown : 
ill man, the dear deceiver, came, 
And flatter'd as he ſung, 
[a vain I check my growing flame, 
Have pity, I am young. 


Happy a while I liv'd belov'd, 
Nz'er thought of Sunning-hill ; 
Reaſon in part my choice approv'd, 
And nature pleaded ſtill: 

But now the baſe deceiver flies, 
Who on my boſom hung; 

In vain were all my tears and ſighs, 
| was, and ſtill am young. 


o let the vain inconſtant go, 
In further ſearch of hearts; 

From this ſad hour I'll ſcorn to know, 
The force of Cupid's darts: 

Now l'Il be free from hence to know, 
The miſchief of their ſong 3 

And if I ſhed for man one tear, 
May I no more be young. 


altho' misfortunes gloom my brow, 

And ſadden all my charms, 

let my firm mind, no grief ſhall know, 
Or fear rough care's alarms. 

in ſpite of proud deceiving man, 
From whom my ſorrows ſprung, 

This is my univerſal prayer, 


* To live and die ſtill young. SONG 


j 


„ 
SONG 97. 


HE ſun in virgin luſtre ſhone, 
May-morning put its beauties on 

The warblers ſung in Hvelier ſtrain, 
And ſweeter flow'rets deck'd the plain; 
When love, a ſoft intruding gueſt, 
That long had dwelt in Damon's breaſt, 
Now whiſper'd, © To the nymph away, 
For this is nature's holiday.“ 


The tender impulſe wing' d his haſte, 
The painted mead he inſtant paſs'd, 
And ſoon the happy cot he gain'd, 
Where beauty ſlept, and ſilence reign'd ; 
Awake, my fair, the ſhepherd cries, 

To new-born pleaſures ope thine eyes; 
Ariſe, my Sylvia, hail the May, 
For this is nature's holiday. 


Forth came the maid in beauty bright, 
As Phoebus in meridian light; 
Entranc'd, in rapture all eonfeſs'd, 
The ſhepherd claſp'd her to his breait ; 
Then gazing with a ſpeaking eye, 
He ſnatch'd a kiſs, and heav'd a ſigh, 
A melting ſigh, that ſeem'd to ſay, 
Conſider, youth's our holiday. 


Ah! ſoft, ſhe ſaid, for pity's ſake, 
What! kiſs me ere l'm well awake? 
For this ſo early came you here, 

And hail you thus the riſing year? 
Sweet innocence, oh! ceaſe to chide, 
We'll haſte to joy, the ſwain reply'd ; 
In pleaſure's flou'ry fields we'll ſtray, 
And this ſhall be love's holiday. 


Mar Morxnxixc, 


A crimſo1 
de look'd t 
onſent ow! 
Ind Damon 
is dancing 
To church h 
Then bleſs'd 
Ind now the 
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A crimſon glow warm'd o'er her cheek, 
zue look'd the things ſhe dar'd not ſpeak; 
onſent own'd nature's ſoft command, 
ind Damon ſeiz'd her trembling hand; 

is dancing heart in tranſport play'd, 
Lo church he led the bluſhing maid, 
Then bleſs'd the happy morn of May; 
\nd now their life's all holiday. 


— 


SONG yg. The Greenwood SHADE. 


O an arbor of woodbine ye both ſhall be led, 
Soft leaves for your pillow, the graſs for 
your bed ; [head, 
hile wanton young ſparrows chirp over your 
All under the greenwood ſhade. 
hen the moon with pale luftre juſt peeps thro? 
the grove, 
And nightingales anſwer the chaſte turtle dove, 
te maid without bluſhing ſhall graſp her true 
All under the greenwood ſhade. love; 
ur pleaſures quite harmleſs begin with the day, 
We ever are buxom, we ever are gay: 
o virgins diſſemble, no ſhepherds betray, 
al; under the greenwood ſhade. 
bo' frowns for a while arm the face of the fair, 
Tet ſoon our young lover forgets all his care; 
ir Phillis cries do not, oh! do not—deſpair, 
all under the greenwood ſhade. 


SONG gg. 


} D ye ſee e'er a ſhepherd, ye nymphs, paſs 
this way, [ May ? 
end with myrtle, and all the gay verdure of 
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"Tis my Strephon, oh! bring him once more t 


my eyes, Beware, 
From his Lucys in ſearch of new: pleaſures; he ſſiet 1b. — 
All the day have I ttavell'd and toil'd Oer the or 1 — 
plains, r 
In purſuit oi a rebel, that's ſcarce worth the paing . 3 
That man, 
Take care, maids, take care, when he flatten the 
and {wears, 
How you fooliſhly truſt your too credulous ears; 
Like the roſe- bud in June, ev'ry hand he'll invite, 81 
But wound the kind heart, like a thorn out df 
ſight; B 
And believe me, whoe'er my falſe ſnepherd detain 
She'll find him a» conqueſt that's ſcarce worththYÑ a plai 
B P 
Pains. With a 
eſtat 
Three months at my feet did ke languiſh aud a wel! mea 
Thoſe bleſſi 


ſigh, | 
Ere he gain'd a kind word, or a tender reply, 
Love, honour and truth, were tlie themes that le 


No paſſions 
His conſtan 
Their lord 


ſung, | at 
And he vow'd that his heart was. a-kin to het ene 
tongue. 
p Ere the J. 


Too ſoon I believ'd, and reply'd to his rains, 
AnU'gave liim too freely my heart for his pains 


He ſprings | 
He chearful 
; | Ur ſings the 

The trifle once gain'd, like a boy at his pl, Waile court 
Soon the wanton grew weary and flung it away or þ;:h; 1. 
Now cloy'd with my love from my arms he does No frau ne 


In fearch of another as fly as I: contented h 
But truſt me, u hoe'er my falſe ſhepherd detains 
7 © wal bn. 5 4d 7 | tl 
She'll tind him a conqueſt that's ſcarce worch ti o Sund: 
Palins. at church h 


He fits to a 


1 
Ben Tno' fim ple 
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Beware, all ye nymphs, how you ſooth the fond 
flame, 
And believe in good time all the ſex are the ſame» 
Like Strephon, from beauty to beauty they range, 
Like him they will, flatter, diſſemble and change; 
and do all we can, ſtill this maxim remains, 
That man, when we've got him, is ſcarce worth 
the pains. 


SONG 1oo. The MiLLER. 
By Mr. J. CUNNINGHAM. 


Na plain pleaſant cottage, coveniently neat, 
Wich a mill and ſome mcadows—a treehpld 
eſtate— 

A well-meaning Miller by labour ſupplies, 
Thote bleſſings that grandeur to great ones denies: 
No paſſions to plague him, no cares to torment 
His conſtant companions are health and content! 
Their lordſhips in lace, may remark if they will, 
Hes honeſt though daub'd with the duſt of his mill. 


Ere the lark's early carols ſalute the new day. 
He ſprings from his cottage as jocund as May: 
He chearfully -whiitles, regardleſs of care, 

Ur ſings the laſt ballad he bought at the fair. 
nie courtiers are toil'd in the cobwebs of fate, 
Ur bribing elections in hopes to be great, 

No fraud nor ambition his boſom does fill, 
Contented he works, if there's griſt for his mill. 


On Sundav bedeck'd in his homeſpun array, 
at church he's the loudeſt to chant or to prays 
lle fits to a dinner of plain Engliſh food, 

Thiv' fimple the pudding, his appetite's good! 


1 


At night when the prieſt and exciſeman are gone 


wand phy 


He quaffs at the alehouſe with Roger and John ba 
Then reels to his pillow, and dreams of no ill: Becauſe 
No monarch more bleſt than the man of the wilt !*y<r5 
| But we 
_ ore or leſs 
| If you 
SONG 1ot. 1 
By Mr. GEORCE ALEXANDER STEVENS, 3 
Tune: Johnny Adair of Kilternan, If oo 
HEN learned folks in rhymes make 2m r. 
They invoke the gods of the Greeks, fir Let non 
On Pegaſus jump and gallop about, 
As if wanting to break their necks, fir, 
But ſimple me, fo high can't ſing, 
To Parnaſſus I make no pretences ; 
All I can ſay is, god blef+ the king, 
May his ſubjects keep in their ſenſes. 
dent with a p 
For in vanity's ſpite our thoughts run aſtray, 
We are troubled with fits of the mother ; O plea 
We'll be wiſe men to-morrow, tho? ſilly to-day, Each 
The next day, nor one thing nor t'other, ue tenders 
When we loſt Port-Mahon, our ſpirits were daſ'd}W A tooth-p 
Nay, crazy we were for a ſeaſon ; Alike they a 
And madmen like, till we got heartily thrafh'd, i Feculiar a 
We could not recover our reaſon, Vhile I, ſub 
An humbl 
Tis true it is pity, and pity 'tis true; 
But I beg you'll believe a poor poet; Long may th 
In the glaſs of ſelf-love, tho? we've wiſdom 1 The ſnowy 
| view, And kindly | 
Yet we're moſt of us mad, but won't know it To every 


1s 


1 
wand phyſic by ſome folks are thought te be 
bad, 
Becauſe their effects may annoy them; 
Vet I-wyers and doctors we won't ſet down mad, 
But we'll Item all thoſe who employ them. 


ore or leſs to the ſcurvy mankind are a prey, 
If you pleaſe to believe your phyſician ; 
Ind a man when he's mad, I will venture to ſay, 
Is but in a ſcurvy condition. 
„ rine makes our blood good, and good blood 
makes us ſound, 
If you'll Recipe quantum /uffictt ; 
ince for madneſs, my friends, ve this remedy 
found, 
Let none be ſo mad as to mils it. 


Our 


SONG 102. 


dent with a pair of Stockings, a preſent to a Lapr. 


O pleaſe the Fair, what different ways 
Each lover acts his part; 

Une tenders ſnuff, another praiſe, 
A tooth-pick, or a heart! 

Alike they all, to gain their end, 
Peculiar arts diſcloſe ; 

While I, ſubmiſlive, only ſend 

An humble pair of hoſe, 


Long may they guard, from cold and harm, 
The ſnowy limbs that wear 'em, 
and kindly lend their influence warm, 
To every thing that's near 'em. 
+ M But 
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„ 
But let it not be faulty deem'd, 
Nor move your indignation, 
If I a little partial ſeem'd 
In gifts or commendation : 


Each fair perfection to diſplay 


Wou'd far exceed my charter, 

My humble muſe muſt never ſtray 
Above the knee or garter. 

And who did e'er a ſubject view 
So worthy to be prais'd, 

Or from ſo fair foundation knew 
So tine a ſtructure rais'd? 


Thou learn'd leech, ſage Kemper, ſay, 
(In ſpite of drugs and plaſters) 

You who can talk the live-long day 
Of buildings and pilaſters: 

You who for hours have rov'd about 
Thro' holes and colonnades, 

And ſcarce would deign to tread on aught 
But arches and arcades : 


Did you, in all your mazy rounds, 
Two nobler pillars view ; 

What yielding marble ere was found 
So exquiſitely true ? 

The ſwelling dome, with ftately ſhow, 
May many fancies pleaſe, 

I view content what hes below 
The cornice of the frieze: 


The lovely twins, ſo white ſo round, 
That bear the noble pile, 

Muſt ſure proceed from Venus mound, 
Or from Cythera's iſle. 


Pro- 


Propitious 
And kee 
And gront 
Of man, 


From luck 
May nev 
And grant 
That In 
By gentle, 
They ne 
No ill can 
From ho 


But ſnould 
Precipita 
Believe me, 
Some ſea 
O may I re 
From eve 
Then Samſ- 
And live, 


SON 


OPE, 
Tho? 
lhoa who « 
ne deafen' 
ind jn dry 
Vith bubbl 
do more 1n\ 
or mock n 
o more thy 
eceitful pr 
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Propitious fates preſerve them ſafe, ; 
And keep them cloſe together, 
And gr-nt they may the malice brave 
Of man, as well as weather. 


From luckleſs love, or rancour baſe, 
May never harm attend 'em, 

And grant, whatever be the caſe, 
That I may ſtill defend 'em. 

By gentle, generous love, tis true, 
They never can miſcarry, 

No ill can come, no loſs enſue 
From honeſt, harmleſs Harry. 


But ſhould a knight of greater heat 
Precipitate invade, 

Believe me, Bell, they then may need 
Some ſeaſonable aid. 

O may I ready be at hand 
From every harm to ſcreen 'em, 

Then Samſon-like, Pl] take my ſtand, 
And live, or die between 'em. 


SONG 103. FaREWEIT to Hort. 


OPE, ſweeteſt child of Fancy born, 

Tho' tranſient as the dew of morn, 
loa who canſt charm, with ſound and light, 
ie deafen'd ear, and darken'd fight, 
ind in dry deſarts glad the ſwains 
"it bubbling ſprings, and cultur'd plains ; 
o more invent thy airy ſchemes, 
or mock me with fantaſtic dreams; 
o more thy flattering ſtories tell, 
*cecittul prattler, Hope, farewel ! 

M 2 Adieu 
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Adieu the pleaſing proſpect, plann'd 
By Fancy's fair deluſive hand! 
No more that momentary ray, 
Which gilds by fits a ſhowery day, 
Shall ſhow me in a diſtant grove, 
Health, friendſhip, peace, content and love; 
While many a nymph, and many a youth, 
By Hymen join'd, and crown'd by Truth, 
On verdant hillocks danc'd and play'd, 
Or warbled in the hawthorn ſhade. 


A heaven] 
With hea 
A look of 
And thus 
« Mortal 
« Let Ho 
« Securel 
« And, le 


No more, with ſweet endearing talk, 
Shalt thou beguile my vernal walk ; 
No more, as thro? the wint'ry vale, 

We journey on, with many a tale 

Of fancied pleaſure, cheer the day, 
And ftrew with flowers the rugged way, 
Still pointing to that rural cell, 

Where Innocence and Stella dwell ; 
Charm with the bubbling of a rill, 
That guſhes from the neighbouring hill. 


E goſ 
Ye t 
Ye boaſter 


be wiſer, | 


O let me now in filence rove When tl 
Thro' yon ſequeſter'd cypreſs grove, mat 
Where, crown'd with leaves of baleful yew, As girls to 
And circled by a Stygian crew, When ſhe' 
(When, from the 1vy-mantled tower, and 
The cock proclaims the midnight hour) Vet ſhe's | 
Pale Melancholy takes her round, 

And o'er the mouldering, hallow'd ground Ye wives 
Where lovers lie, deſponding ſtands, 3 
And, dumb, with pity wrings her hands. That — 

al 


While thus, with gloomy thought oppreſt, Would you 


Heart-piercing ſorrow heav'd my breaſt, Wks 
a recelve 


W101 


, 


(7 288; 3 
4 heavenly form ſwift gliding by, 
With healing comfort in her eye, 
A look of winning ſoftneſs caſt, 
And thus addreſt me as ſhe palt ; 
« Mortal, be wiſe ! and even 1n death, 
« Let Hope receive thy parting breath ! 
« Securely truſt my guardian care, 
« And, led by Reaſon, ſhun Deſpair,” 


— 


SONG 104 On being Mun. 
By Mr. GgoRCE ALEXANDER STEVENS. 


Tune: Ye medley of Mortals. 


E goſſips. who blab out the ſecrets of ſtate, 
Ye tell-tales, who over the tea-tables prate, 
Ye boaſters of favours, from beauties o'ercome, 
Be wiſer, poor prattlers, henceforward be mum. 
Sing tantara-rara mum all, mum all, 
Sing tantara-rara mum all, 


When the girl grants her lover one favour too 
many, | 

As girls to their lovers can ſcarce refuſe any, 

When ſhe's left, ſhe may pout, ſhe may glout, 

and look glum, mum. 


Yet ſhe's ſtill thought a maid, if ſhe ſtill is but 


Ye wives, who have huſbands neglecting their 
duties, 


That time give the bottle that's due to your 
beauties ; 

Would you cure them ? take care when in drink 
they reel home, 

To receive them with ſmiles, and reſolve to be 
mum. M 3 It 
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It is good to hold faſt, to hold much, or hal 
long, 
But the beſt hold of all is to hold faſt your tongue, 
Tho? wits by their words good companions become, 
Can they get half ſo much as the man who is mun? 


The ſervant, who lily keeps ſilent, will riſe, 
His ears he muſt doubt; nor give faith to his eyes; 
Aſk the fine waiting-maid, how ſhe rich could 

become, 
She will curtſy and anſwer, becauſe I was mum. 


When the wealth-wanting huſband the rich 
lover views, 
Vs the faſhion is now to grow fond of his ſpouſe, 
By the hopes of a penſion his jealouſy's dumb 
And the hopes of a pleaſure keeps madam bride 
mum. 


But enough has been ſaid, and enough has been 
| ſuns, 
Remember, dear friends, keep good watch o'er 
your tongue; | 
I've no more to ſay, to an end I am come, 
My chymes are all out, I muſt henceforth be nun. 


" Bs 


SONG 105, The Lass of the Mitt. 


Tune: J: Commons and Peers. 


AN Pope firſt in vogue 
Brought the blithe Molly Mogg, 
And flouriſh'd her praiſe with his quill ; 
But ſtrange! that as yet 
No T wwickenham wit 
Ever thought on a neighbouring mill. 
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That the ſea's foamy juice 
Did Venus produce, 
Let poets inſiſt on 1; ſtill, 
I toutly aver, 
That a fairer than her, 
Took her riic rom the froch of the mill. 


But ſav O nine, 
ti: 1311.9 1 0 He 


nid ad, 
pus aff in the mill, 


14 


we roguiſh and looſe, 
la the thape of a gooſe, 
Did leds ſo loving!y bill, 
Prat Helen the hatch'd, 
Who never was match'd, 
But by the fair laſs of the mill. 


In another diſguiſe 
Alcmena he ples, 
Like Amphitryon he frolics his fill ; 
Then why might not Jove, 
As a clo2k for his love, 
Take upon him the man of the mull. 


Now to tell every grace 
Of this freſh-water laſs, 
| muſt own far ſurpaſſes my ſkill 
Ev'n Pope could not do't, 
And from head to foot 
Deſcribe the fair laſs of the mill, 


Once Homer inflam'd, 
g An hundred tongues claim'd 
That. 
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Some arduous taſk to fulfill; 
Let me tell thee, old bard, 
'This taſk were too hard, 
Tho? thou had all the clacks of the mill. 


Ye youths all beware! 
She's bewitchingly fair, 

Her eyes moſt aſſuredly kill; 
And a boſom more ſleek 
Than the downy ſwan's neck 

Has the beautiful laſs of the mill. 


Under petticoat red 
Tho' her feet be well hid, 
Vet peep they alternately will; 
Which plainly will ſhew 
More charms in perdue 
Has the beautiful laſs of the mill. 


But fy ! Muſe, forbear 
*T1s better by far 
No more of thoje charms to reveal ; 
So doing you might 
New rivals excite, 
And carry more ſacks to the mill, 


With influence benign, 
Ah ! would ſhe incline 
With my ſtars but to favour my will, 
So it might be with her, 
Twould be raptures I ſwear, 
And muſfic to live in a mill. 


'Then fair-one be kind, 
Nor with water or wind 
Inconſtant turn round like the wheel, 
Leit, when I am dead, 
It might juſtly be ſaid, 
That thy heart was the ſtone of the mill. 


E m 
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Ob, refuſ 
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On his li 
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The SHE 1 1 N DE 35 lammenting her 


drowned LOVE R. 


| Y7E maids of the village attend 
V To the ſorrowful tale I now ſpeak, 
Oh, refuſe not your comfort to lend, 
For my heart is juſt ready to break ! 


Ye knew my dear Celadon well, 
| He was ſprightly, and handſome, and young, 
On his lips what perſuaſion did dwell ? 
How melodiouily ſoft was his ſong | 


He was all my fond heart e'er deſir'd, 

He was all that was gen'rous and brave, 
What pity the charms I admir'd 

From death had not power to ſave ! 


But juſt as the day did approach, 
To give the dear youth to my arms, 

From the waters they brought me his corſe, 
How faded were all his gay charms ! 


As the lily, when drooping with rain, 
Dejectedly hangs down its head, 
So languiſh'd his beautiful cheek, 


And all its vermilion was fled, 


His voice, that as muſic was ſweet, 
No more I enraptur'd ſhall hear, 
No more the fond ſwain ſhall repeat 

A tale of ſoft love in my ear, 


Convey 
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Convey the dear youth to his grave, 
Leſt his beautiful form I adore ; 
Yet one ſilent kiſs let me have, 
For, alas ! I ſhall ſee him no more, 


When n 
e bego'd 
F aſk'd, wl 


He bluſh'c 
Ye maidens attend on his bier, 
And ſtrew all the path way with flow'rs ; How I 
And oh! ye kind deities hear! n 
May their loves be more happy than ours! ſhould h: 
hen Hart 
As for me, I will henceforth beware ind PII er 
How in love I engage my fond heart ; 
For tho? love is a joy, how ſevere 
Is the pang from a lover to part! 8 C 
5 k 8 I ra 
Whit 
{pre 
SONG 105. Foung Tar 
But he fi 
INCE we went out a maying, too late I ca Wi tun'd up 
find, He ſtarte 
Young Harry has run day and night in my mind, Mie (wore tl 
He's grown ſo bewitching as never before, And ſaid 
For I find that I love him each time more and 
more. laid that 1 
And won 
Each morning his face with what pleaſure I ſee, ie (aid Ik 
Not my own at the glaſs 1s ſo handiome to me, But try h 
I'm fo vex'd, I could cry when his viſit is o'er, e kiſs'd m 
Nor help if 1 would but muſt love more and more WF Denial | 
Jo my boſe 
He'd have me to ſing to him all the day long WW While 1. 
And ſays, mine's as ſweet as the nightingale's ſong 
Such praiſes as theſe I had never before, e ſaid a g. 
Pm ſure that he loves me—tho? I love him more. Wi ! vow'd I 
When © did it, a 


Might ha 
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When my mother was gone, with a reſilefs look 
e begg d for a kiſs, but an hundred he took: 
| aſk'd, why ſo free? who was ne'er fo before, 
Le bluſh'd, and then promis'd to do ſo no more, 


How I wiſh'd the dear ſhepherd for life was but 
mine, 

hould have no occaſion to chide or to pine: 
hen Harry my lips may with kiſſes run o'er, 
And I'll try if it can be to love him ſtill more, 


SONG 108. The Marinc. 


SI rambled one morning a maying, 

'Where the cowſlips and primroſe were 
ſpread, | 

Young Damon I found too was ſtraying, 

But he ſigh'd and hung down his head! 

tun'd up a love pleaſing ditty, 

He ſtarted and ſprung to my arms, 

e {wore that my ſonnet was pretty, 

And ſaid he could feaſt on my charms. 


aid that men always would flatter, 

And women would fondly believe; 

e ſaid I knew nought of the matter, 

But try him, he ne'er would deceive ; 

e kiſs'd me, while covered with bluſhes, 
Denial | faintly put on, 

lo my boſom his hands then he puſhes, 
While I cry'd, fy ! Damon have done. 


e ſaid a green gown he would give me, 
| vow'd he was fooliſh and rude; 
e did it, and if you'll believe me, 
Might have done it again if he cou'd. 


; 
Þ 
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Then maidens, come with me a roving 
III ſhew you the place where I lay, 
And you'll find there's no ſeaſon for loving, 
Like what I have found in the May. 


— 


SONG iog. 


5 WAS in the bloom of May, 
When odours breathe around ; 
When nymphs are blithe and gay, 
And all with mirth abound ; 
That happily I ſtray'd, 
To view my fleecy care, 
Where I beheld a maid, 
No mortal e'er ſo fair. 


She wore upon her head, 
A bonnet made of ſtraw, 
Which ſuch a face did ſhade, 
As Phoebus never ſaw : 
Her locks of nutbrown hue, 
A round-ear'd coif conceal'd ; 
Which to my pleaſing view, 
A ſporting breeze reveal'd. 


Around her ſlender waiſt, 
A ſcrip embroider'd hung; 
The lute her fingers grac'd, 
Accompany'd with « ſong ; 
With ſuch a pleafing note, 
Cuzzoni might regale; 
Or Philomela's throat, 
That warbles thro' the vale. 


No 


Not long | 
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Ito the ch 
And cat 
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And mi 
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Not long I ſtood to view, _ 
Struck with her heavenly air; 
Ito the charmer flew, 


And caught the y1 


elding fair: 
Hear this ye ſcornful belles, 

And milder ways purtue ; 
Che that in charms excels, 

Fxcels in kindneſs too. 


_— 
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CON G 110. BarTHOLOMEW Fark. 


By Mr. GzxoRGE ALEXANDER STEVENS. 


P 


Tune: Young Strephen he went other day ts the wake, 


HILE gentle folks ſtrut in their filver and 
ſattins, 
We poor folks are tramping in ſtraw hats and 
pattens z 
Yet as merrily old Engliſh ballads can ſing o, 
As they at their opperores outlandiſh ling o; 
Calling out, bravo, ankcoro, and caro, 
Tho'f 1 will ſing nothing but Bartlemew fair o. 


Here was, firſt of all, crowds againſt other 
crowds driving, [ſtriving 3 

like wind and tide meeting, each contrary 

drill hddling, ſharp fighting, and ſhouting and 

| ſaricking, 

Fites, trumpets, drums, bagpipes, and barrow- 
girls ſqueaking, 

Come my rare round and ſound, here's choice of 
fine ware o, 


Though all was not ſound ſold at Bartlemew fair o. 


+N There 
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There was drolls, hornpipe dancing, and ſhoy, 
ing of poſtures, 8 

With frying black puddings, and op'ning of oyſtey, 

With ſalt- boxes ſolos, and gallery folks {qualing; 

The tap-houſe-gueſts roaring, and mouth-piecy 

bawling. (ſailor, 


8 ON. 


Y p 
\ M. 


This day t 


Pimps, pawn-brokers, ſtrollers, fat landladies, CY , | 

Bawds, bailiffs, jilts, jockies, thieves, tumbler, 8 ; 

and tay lors. My dog u 

Here's Punch's whole play of the gun-poudr ll Till mc 

plot, fir, Tis fit tha 

Wild beaſts all alive, and peaſe-porridge all hot, i Of the j 

Fine ſauſages fry'd, and the black on the wire; : night 1 

'The _ court of France, and nice pig at the * pal 

re. | q | 

Here's the up-and-downs, who'll take a ſeat i 1 2 
; n -and-downs than at Barde | 

Tho' there's er. ups-an Which ! 

A bluſh, Ii 

Here's Whittington's cat, and the tall drome Stole oy 

dary, Smiles, {ſw 

The chaiſe without horſes, and queen of Hungar; : Yay: m 

Here's the merry-go-rounds, come who rides N e from 

come who rides, ir ? No a. gy 

Wine, beer, ale, and cakes, fine eating beſides, i," elcript 


Taat rei; 


Methinks « 
Soft mu 
Methinks e 
More ble 
The birds t 
And ling 
Ia ſoft and 
Sweet Ec 


The fam'd learn'd dog that can tell all his letters 
And ſome men, as ſcholars, are not much his betten 


This world's a wide fair, where we rambli 

*mong gay things; 

Our paſſions, like children, are tempted by pla 
things ; 

By ſound and by ſhow, by traſh and trumper), 

The fal-lals of faſhion, and frenchify'd frumpeT} 

What is life but a Croll, rather wretched than rated 

And thus ends the ballad of Bartlemew fair o. 


. s O0 NG 111. Hor: a paſtoral Ballad. 


My crook is new garniſh'd with flow'rs, 


en; \ Y pipe ſounds a chearfuller note, 
ee This day to ſweet thoughts I devote, 


lon, Where bloſſom the eglantine bow'rs. 

ity fr heep unattended may ſtray 

le, Where clover impurples the plain; 
My dog unregarded may play, 

der Till morning riſe on him again. 


Tis fit that they too ſhould partake 


as Of the joy that enlivens my ſoul ; 

© A night 1']! repair to the wake, 

+ and merrily quaff the full bowl. 
at now as I walk'd thro? the grove, 

ny | met my dear Delia there, 

* And told her a tale of my love, 


Which ſhe ſeem'd with ſoft pleaſure to hear. 
A bluſh, like the bluſh of the dawn, 


Stole over her beautiful cheek ; 

smiles, {weeter than infants new-born, 
Told, more than I wiſh'd her to ſpeak, 
I ole from her hand a ſweet kiſs, 

Nor tried ſhe to draw it away; 

No deſeription comes up to the bliſs 

Taat reigns in my boſom to-day. 


Methinks ev'ry zephyr that blows, 

Soft muſic conveys to my ear; 
Methinks ev'ry flow'ret that grows 

More bloomiag and freſh does appear, 
The birds tune their muſical throats, 

And ſing molt delightfully ſweet ; 

In ſoft and more delicate notes 


dweet Echo my ſighs does repeat. 


N 2 SONG 
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A D1ia1loGv 8. 


Let me go then—Lord bleſs me lh; 
quiet : 


A. 6 T along, fir, —l hate you : that's flat= Sighs anc 


Tho? wit! 


if you won't keep your hands off take that Still ſn 
D'ye think I came here to a riot? Cupid ft. 
Where! 

B. Why, madam—how now ?—Do you ſcratch! 
In "% miſs, I won't bear this uſage Vir tue, y 
You're a little, unthinking, croſs patch If diſer 
And yet you're of miſs I know who's age, Sometime 
Somet11 
J. Of this, or of that miſs' age, Now they 
What bus'neſs have fellows with me, fir ? Now cc 
Put your ſelf into ne'er ſuch a rage, Now ſome 
1 care not three ſkips of a flea, ſir. Wins t} 
O diſcretic 
B. Lord, madam, I hope no offence. Or our 
My words ſeldom bear any meaning. dtinting fl 
Petides, you're a lady of ſenſe, Always 
And anger would ſcorn to be ſeen in. Would you 
Weight 
4. Such rudeneſs would ruffle a ſaint; Mark my 
I with you could learn to be civil. Wear it 

B. One kifs, and I will, Pill maintain. 

4. Well ! ſure you're an impudent devil. — 
There !—now are you ſatisfied ?m—B, No: SON 
A. What, again! how can folks be ſo teazing told 
3. While your lips ſo much ſweetneſs beſtow, I M 07 
Your nails can do nothing diſpleaſing. White” Fa 

hat Flayi 
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SONG 113. 


HERE ſhall Celia fly for ſhelter, 
In what fecret grove or cave? 
Sighs and ſonnets ſent to melt her, 
de From the ypung, the gay, the brave: 
Tho' with prudiſh airs ſhe ſtarch her, 
Still ſhe longs, and ſtill ſhe burns ; 
Cupid ſt.oots like Haymen's archer, 
Whereſce'er the damſel turns. 


Virtue, youth, good ſenſe, and beauty, 
f diſcretion guide us not, 

Sometimes are the ruffian's booty, 
Sometimes are the booby's lot; 

Now / they're purchas'd by the trader, 
Now commanded by the peer; 

Now ſome ſubtle, mean invader, 
Wins the heart, or gains the ear. 


O diſcretion ! thou'rt a jewel, 
Or our grand mammas miſtake, 
Stinting flame by bating fuel, 
Always careful and awake : 
Would you keep your pearls from tramplers, 
Weigh the licence, weigh the banns; 
Mark my ſong upon your ſamplers, 
Wear it in your knots and fans. 


—— 


SONG 114. By Mr. SHENSTONE. 


| told my nymph, I told her true, 

My fields were ſmall, my flocks were few; 
While faultering accents ſpoke my fear, 

That Flavia might not prove ſincere, 
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Of crops deſtroy'd by vernal cold, 
And vagrant ſheep that left my fold: 
Of thoſe ſhe heard, yet bore to hear ; 
And is not Flavia then ſincere ? 


How chang'd by fortune's fickle wind, 
The friends I lov'd became unkind, 
She heard, and ſhed a generous tear ! 
And is not Flavia then fincere ? 


How, if ſhe deign'd my love to bleſs, 
My Flavis muſt not hope for drels : 
This too ſhe heard, and ſmil'd to hear; 
And Flavia ſure muſt be ſincere. 


Go ſhear your flocks, ye jovial ſwains, 


Go reap the plenty of your plains; 
Deſpoil'd of all which you revere, 
I know my Flavia's love fincere. 


SONG 115. 


By Mr. GroRGE ALEXANDER STEVENS, 


Tune: Guildford file. 


HO” wiſdom will preach about joy, fir, 


Faith folly will practice as well : 


Men are ſimple, and life's but a toy, fir, 


In toying it is we excel, 
Is it worth our while, 
Through learning to toil ? 
Or trouble our heads how to think ? 
Thought ne'er was deſign'd, 
To puzzle the mind, 
So only let's mind who's to drink. 
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He never 
Till h 
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Let thoſe 
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King Solomon, I'm not profane, ſir, 
Was a wiſe, yet a whimſical elf; 
He never thought any thing vain, fir, 
„Fill he was paſt pleaſure himſelf. 
He uſed to ſay, 
There's a time to play, 
To labour, to love, and to think; 
Let thoſe in their prime, 
gemember their time, 


At preſent 'tis time we ſhould drink. 


A rox on reflection, be jolly, 
Diſpaſſionate dulneſs deſpiſe ; 

Did vou once know the pleaſure of folly, 
Vou'd ne'er be ſo weak, to be wiſe. 

Let the trumpet of fame, | 

Thoſe heroes proclaim, 
Who never at cannon-balls blink, 

By the buſy in trade, 

Be cent per cent made, 
'Tis cent per cent better to drink. 


Come about with a bumper boys hearty, 
To our king. and our country ſucceſs ; 
To oblivion tois envy and party, 
May freedom our fire-fides bleſs, 
Here's a health to thoſe, 
Who will face our foes, 


To thoſe who dare ſpeak as they think ; 


To ſuch ſort of men, 
Again and again, 
Again and again boys we'll drink. 
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SONG 116. The Foux Missks. oY 

Tune: Balance a Straw, x 

; 8 E 6 Ye poor d 

O think on one's follies, ſometimes, is but By the f 
Tight, ; 

And reflection is good, tho? there's nothing gotby't; The tricks 

How many ways mortals purſue after bliſs, They ar 

But ſtill the genteeleſt is keeping a Mi,: Your troox 

The prudent are conſtant to one, and no more; By the f 


But IJ, like a blockhead, muft dabble with four: 

PI tell you their names, tho? you'll call me a rake, 

Mijs- fortune, Mzi/5-condut, Miſi- chance, and 
Miſi-take. 


When Bet: 

Twas 8 
Che dealt t 
* ie Sal 4 


By the f 


Four jilts ſo deſtructive, four brimſtones ſo bad, 
By Jove ! were ſufficient to drive a man mad: 
Tho? jealouſy oft makes the fair diſagree, 

Yet theſe all united in kindneſs to me; 

In life's wanton paths they ſeduc'd me to ſtray, 

And ſeem'd to ſpread flow'rs of delight on the way: 

So ſimple was I, I'd have dy'd for the ſake 

Of Mi/s-fortune, Miſ- conduct, Mzr/5-chance, and 
Mijs-take. 


And thus v 
Tho? the 
There's no 


By the f 


Free-born, 
To our f 
Defy the de 
By the fe 


At length fair Diſcretion, with Reaſon combin'd, 
Thus whiſper'd advice, and it dwelt on my mind: 
«« You've . not got em For better for worſe; 
Get at once into bus'neſs you'll get a divorce. 


I thought 'twas my duty to part with 'em too; Y do 
Becaule they ſo long had detain'd me from you: Pry 
And now, do but ſmoak, and Þ Ill ever forſake My dog fol 
Mi/s-fortune, Miſ- conduct, M/s - chance, and And my mi 
Mi/-take. Tet, in ſpit 

{trife 
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SONG 117. Ex OCTLISsH ALE, 


They're truths that muſt ever prevail; 
Ye poor dogs of France, we defy ye, 
but By the force of our Engliſh good Ale. 


T truths that I ſing none deny me, 


y't: rte tricks ye attempt, but in vain are, 
They are what we expected, and ſtale; 
Your troops, and your fleets our diſdain are, 
5 By the force of our Engliſh good Ale. 


ke, When Beſs, that brave queen ruPd the nation, 
and WY Twas Spain's great Armada did fail; 
She dealt to the Nons tribulation, 
By the force of our Englith good Ale. 


And thus we will ſerve them for ever, 
Tho? their loads on our necks they'd entail ; 
There's none like our people, ſo clever, 
, By the force of our Engliſh good Ale, 


Free-born, we ſupport our defender, 
ng Toour ſons we hand down the detail ; 
Defy the de'il, pope, and pretender, 
By the force of our Engliſh good Ale. 


6 


SONG 118. 


Y dog and my miſtreſs are both of a kind, 
As fickle as fancy, inconſtant as wind; 
My dog follows ev'ry ſtrange heel in the ſtreets, 
and my miſtreſs as fond of cach fellow ſhe meets. 
Tet, in _ of her arts, I'll not make the leaſt 
ſtrife, 
hut be cherry, and merry, and happy thro? life. J 
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Go Miſs where ſhe will, and whenever ſhe pleaſe, 
Her conduct ſhall ne'er my philoſophy teaze; 
Her freedom ſhall never embitter my glee, 
One woman's the ſame as another to me. 
So, in ſpite of her airs, I'll not make the leaſt rife, 
But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro? life, 


I laugh at the wretches who ſtupidly pine 


For falſe-hearted gipſeys they title divine; 

At worſt of my love- fits no phyſic I aſk, 

But that which is found in the bowl or the flaſk, 

For go things how they will, 11 not make the leak 
ſtrife, 


But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro' life, 


The girl that behaves with good-humour and ſenſe, 

Shall ſtill to my heart have the warmeſt pretence; 

And for thoſe that would jilt me, deceive, and 
betray, 

In honeſter bumpers I'll waſh them away. 

"Tis my final reſolve, not to make the leaſt ſtriſe, 

But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro! life, 


—— 


SONG 119. 


V*'RY mortal ſome favourite pleaſure purſues, 
Some to White's run for play, ſome t0 
Batſon's for news ; 
To Shuter's droll phiz others thunder applauſe, 
And ſome triflers delight to hear Nichols's noiſe: 
But ſuch idle amuſements PII carefully ſhun, 
And my pleaſures confine to my dogs and my gun. 


Soon as Phoebus has finiſh'd his ſummer career, 


And his maturing aid bleſt the huſbandman's =y 
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When Roger and Nell have enjoy'd harveſt- home, 

And, their labour being o'er, are at leiſure to 
roam 3 

From the noiſe of the town and its follies I run, 

And I range o'er the fields with my Cogs and my 
gun. 


When my pointers around me all carefully ſtand, 

And none dare to ſtir but the dog I command ; 

When the covey he ſprings, and I bring down 
my bird, 

Tre a pleaſure no paſtime beſide can afford. 

No paſtime nor pleaſure that's under the ſun, 

Can be equal to mine with my dogs and my gun. 


When the covey I've thinn'd to the woods I repair, 

And I bruſh thro? the thickets, devoid of all fear; 

There I exerciſe freely my levelling ſkill, 

And with pheaſants and woodcocks my bag often 
fill, [ſhun, 

For death (where I find them) they ſeldom can 

My dogs are ſo ſure, and ſo fatal my gun. 


My ſpaniels ne'er babble, they're under command; 

dome range at a diſtance, and ſome hunt at hand: 

When a woodcock they fluſh, or a pheaſant they 
ſpring, [woods ring! 

With heart-chearing notes, how they make the 

Then for muſic let fribbles to Ranelagh run, 

My concert's a chorus of dogs and a gun. 


When at night we chat over the ſport of the day, 
And ſpread o'er the table my conquer'd ſpoils lay; 
Then I think of my friends, and toeach ſend a part, 
For my friends to oblige is the pride of my heart : 
thus the vices of town, and its follies I ſhun, 


And my pleaſures confine to my dogs and my gun. 
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SONG 120 


ConTENT: a paſtoral Ballad, 


'ER moorlands and mountains, rude, barren, 


and bare, 
As wilder'd and wearied I roam, 
A gentle young ſhepherdeſs ſees my deſpair, 
And leads me o'er lawns to her home ; 


Yellow ſheaves, from rich Ceres, her cottage had 


crown'd, | 
Green ruſhes were ſtrew'd on the floor; 


Her caſement ſweet woodbines crept wantonly 


round, 


And deck'd the ſod-ſeats at the door. 


We ſat ourſelves down to a cooling repaſt, 
Freſh fruits, and ſhe culPd me the beſt ; 


While thrown from my guard, by ſome glances ſhe 


caſt, 
Love lily ſtole into my breaſt. | 
I told my ſoft wiſhes, ſhe ſweetly reply'd, 
(Ye virgins, her voice was divine) 
I've rich ones rejected, and great ones deny'd, 
Yet take me fond ſhepherd, I'm thine, 


Her air was ſo modeſt, her aſpect ſo meek, 
So ſimple, yet ſweet were her charms; 
J kiſs'd the ripe roſes that glow'd on her check, 
And lock'd the lov'd maid in my arms. 
Now jocund together we tend a few ſheep, 
And if on the banks, by the ſtream, 
Reclin'd on her boſom I fink into fleep, 
Her image ſtill ſoftens my dream. 
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ether we range o'er the ſlow-riſing kills, 
Pelighted with paſtoral views; 9 5 
Jr reſt on the rock where the ſtreamlet diſtills, 
And mark out new themes for my muſe. 
o pomp, or proud titles, ſhe ne'er did aſpire, 
The damſel's of humble deſcent ; 
he cottager Peace is well known tor her fire, 
And ſhepherds have nam'd her Conteat. 


ren, 


SONG 121. The Married Man. 


Am married, and happy; with wonder hear 
| Ye rovers and rakes of the age, [this, 
Vho laugh at the mention of conjugal bliſs, 

And who only looſe pleaſures engage: 
Lou may laugh; but, believe me, you're all in 
the wrong, 
When you merrily marriage deride; 
or to marriage the permanent pleaſures belong, 
And in them we can only confide. 


5 ſhe 


he joys which from lawleſs connections ariſe, 
Arc fugitive—never fincere ; 

it itolen with haſte, or ſnatch'd by ſurprize, 
Interrupted by doubts, and by fears : 

but thoſe which in legal attachments we find, 
When the heart is with innocence pure, 

from ev'ry imbitt'ring reflection refin'd, 

And to life's lateſt hour will endure. 


The love which you boaſt of, deſerves not that 
name, 

True love is with ſentiment join'd ; 

Put yours is a paſſion, a feveriſh flame, 

asd without the conſent of the mind. 
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When, dreading confinement, ye miſtreſſes hire, 
With this, and with that ye are cloy'd ; 
Ye are led, and miſled, by a flatt'ring falſe fire, 
And are oft by that fire deſtroy'd. 


If you aſk me from whence my felicity flows, 
My anſwer is ſhort—** From a wife, 
& Who for chearfulneſs, ſenſe, and good-natur 
] choſe, 
© Which are beauties that charm us for life, 
To make home the ſeat of perpetual delight, 
Ev'ry hour each itudies to ſeize ; 
And we find ourſelves happy from morning t 
night, 
By our mutual eadeavours to pleaſe, 


— — — — — —— — 


SONG 122. A HunTinc Soxc. 


HE ſun from the eaſt tips the mountains with 
gold, [ behold, 

And the meadows all ſpangled with dew-drops 

The lark's early matin proclaims, the new day, 

And the horn's chearful ſummons rebukes our 

delay ! 

With the ſports of the field, theres no pleaſure can wit 
While jocund we follow, follow, folloav, falle, 
follow, follow, follow, follow, fellow, 7 
fellow, follow, follow, the hounds in full cij. 


Let the drudge of the town make riches his ſport 
And the ſlave of the ſtate hunt the ſmiles of the 
No care nor ambition our patience annoy, [cout 
But innocence ſtill gives us a zeſt to our joys 
With the jports of the field, &c. 


Mankind are all hunters in various degree; 
The prieſt hunts a living, the lawyer a fee; 
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The doctor a patient, the courtier a place, 
Tho' often, like us, they're flung out with diſgrace. 
Vith the ſports of the field, Qc. 


The cit hunts a plum, the ſoldier hunts fame; 
The poet a dinner, the patriot a name; 

And the artful coquette, tho? ſhe ſeems to refuſe, 
Vet, in ſpite of her airs, ſhe her lover purſues, 
With the ſports of the field, c. 


Let the bold, and the buſy, hunt glory and wealtt., 

All the bleſſings we aſk is the bleſſing of health; 

With hounds and with horns, thro* the woodlands 
to roam, 

And when tir'd abroad, find contentment at home. 

With the ſports of the field, there's no pleaſure can vie, 

While jocund wwe follow, Qc. the hounds in full cry. 
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SONG 123. 
OUNG Molly, who lives at the foot of the 
hill, 


And whoſe fame ev'ry virgin with envy does fill, 
Of beauty is bleſs'd with ſo ample a ſhare, 
That men call her the laſs with the delicate air. 


One ev'ning, laſt May, when travers'd the grove, 
In thoughtleſs retirement, not dreaming of love, 
| chanc'd to eſpy the gay nymph, I declare; 

And really ſhe'd got a moſt delicate air. 


dy a murmuring brook, on a green moſly bed, 
A chaplet compoſing, the fair one was laid; 
Surpriz'd and tranſparted, I cou'd not forbear, 
With raptures to gaze on her delicate air. 


O02 That 
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That moment young Cupid ſelected a dart, Will you 
And pierc'd, without pity, my innocent heart; Your ] 
And from thence, how to win the dear maid, wy And hea 
my care ; Our fe 
For a captive fell to her delicate air. Thus, De 
When 
When ſhe ſaw me ſhe bluſh'd, and complain't i And try 
| was rude, Of loit 
And begg'd of all things that I would not intrude; 
I anſwer'd, I cou'd not tell how I came there, But if thi 
But laid all the blame on her delicate air Shall f 
| | IfIam d 
Said her heart was the prize which I ſoughth That y 
obtain, All I of \ 
And hop'd ſhe wou'd grant it to eaſe my fond No mo 
pain. But grant 
She neither rejected, nor granted my pray'r, To die 
But fir'd all my ſoul with her delicate air, 
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A thouſand times o' er I've repeated my ſuit ; — 
But ſtill the tormentor affects to be mute: 
Then tell me, ye ſwains, who have conquer d tit 

] Met 
And 
J No ſwain 


fair, 
How to win the dear laſs with the delicate alt, 
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Will you in every look declare, 
Your heart is ſtill the ſame, 
And heal each idle, anxious care, 
Our fears in abſence frame ? 
Thus, Delia, thus I paint the ſcene, 
When we ſhall ſhortly meet, 
And try what yet remains between, 
Of loit'ring time to cheat. 


But if the dream that ſooths my mind, 
Shall falſe and groundleis prove; 

IfI am doom'd at length to find, 
That you've forgot to love: 

All I of Venus aſk, 1s this, 
No more to let us join ; 

But grant me here the flatt'ring bliſs, 
To die, and think you mine. 


SONG 125. 


| Met young Damon t'other day; 
And, near me as he drew, 


No ſwain, methought, e'er look'd ſo gay; 


Upon my word tis true. 


With ardent bliſs my lips he preſt : 
Pray what could Phillis do ? 

I frown'd—but only frown'd in jeſt ;. 
Upon my word *tis true. 


The ſhepherd ſigh'd and talk'd of love, 
A theme to me quite new; 
Of angels, heav'n, and pow'rs above 
And vow'd that all was true. 
O 3 


My 


62 } 


My boſom throbb'd, I knew not Wb y, 


As ſtill more fond he grew : From 
J lißen'd to his tale with joy; Gave his 
Upon my word ; tis true, wi 
And {hi 
“Let Damon now be bleſt,” he cry'd, 
And fondly to me flew : 27, * Miſs, pls: 
I firove, but vainly ſtrove to chide 3 10 
Upon my word *tis true. To ſce 
N Like a di 
With bluſhes ſpread, 1 look'd conſent, bo 
Felt joys' but known to fe-; And ih; 
For then I found what Damon meant, With filve 
And all he ſaid was true. France 
| EE ond = 5 What ſuit 
f 2 nen n "3f And F. 
SONG. 126. 
Four card 
The ORIGIN ef ENGLISH LIBERTY. As guat 
| The bloſſe 
By Mr. Gro ALEXANDER STEVENS, And Er 
© ny the gods of the Greeks, at ambroſal 7 
| feaſt, : 
Large bowls of rich neQar were quaffing ; " _ 
Merry Momus among them was fat as a gueſt, Then x 
(Homer ſays the celeſtials lov'd faughing :) 
On each in the ſynod the humouriſt droll'd, 
So none could his jokes diſapprove ; 1 


He ſung, reparteed, and ſome ſmart ſtories told, 
And at laſt thus began upon Jove. 


«« Sire ! Atlas, who long has the univerſe bore, 


« Grows grievoufly tired of late; NE { 

« He ſays that mankind are much worſe than Sat 
before, While ſoa 
warb 


« So he begs to be eas'd of their w_— | 
Oe, 
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ſore, knowing the earth on poor Atlas was hurl'd, 
From his ſhoulders commanded the ball, 
Gave his daughter Attraction the charge of the 
world, | 


And ſhe hung it up high in his hall. 
Miſs, pleas'd with the preſent, review'd the globe 


round, 
To ſce what each climate was worth; 
Like a di'mond, the whole with an atmoſphere 
bound, 
And ihe variouſly planted the earth: 
With filver, gold, jewels, ſhe India endow'd; 
France and Spain ſhe taught vineyards to rear ; 
What ſuited each clime on each clime ſhe beſtow d, 
* And Fx EEDOM the found flouriſh'd here. 


Four cardinal virtues the left in this iſle, 
'Y, As guardians to cheriſh the root ; 
The bloſſoms of LIBERTY 'gan for to ſmile, 
And Engliſhmen fed on the fruit: 
Thus ted, and thus bred, from a bounty ſo rare, 
O preſerve it as free as *twas giv'n. 
We will while we've breath; nay, we'll graſp it 
in death, 
Then return it untainted to heav'n. 


tal 
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NE ſummer eve, as Nancy fair 

/ Sat ſpinning in the ſhade, 

While foaring ſky-larks ſhook the air, 
-. Warbling o'er her head; 
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In tender codes the pigeons woo'd ; 
(Love's impulſe all muſt feel) 


She ſung, but ſtill her work purſu'd, 
Aud turn'd her ſpinning wheel. 


„ While thus I work with rock and reel, 
« So life by time is ſpun ; 

« And as runs round my ſpinning-wheel, 
The world turns up and down: 

„ Some rich to-day, to-morrow low, 
„While I no changes feel, 

«« But get my bread by ſweat of brow, 
« And turn my ſpinning-wheel. 


„% From me let men and women too 
« This hame-ſpun leſſon learn, 

«© Not mind what other people do, 

gut eat the bread they earn: 

« Tf none were fed, were that to be, 
« But what deſerv'd a meal, 

« Some ladies then, as well as me, 
«« Muſt turn the ſpinning wheel.” 


The rural toaſt, with ſweeteſt tone, 
Thus ſung her witleſs ſtrain, 

When o'er the-lawn limp'd gammer Joan, 
And brought home Nancy's ſwain : 

% Come,” cries the dame, Nance, here's t 

ſpouſe ; 

« Away throw rock and reel :” 

Blithe Nancy with the bonny news 
O'er-ſet her ſpinning-wheel. 
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k TO longer let whimſical ſongſters compare 

N The merits of wine with the charms of the 
fair ; 

[ appeal to the men to determine between 

A tun-belly'd Bacchus, and beauty's fair queen. 


The pleaſures of drinking henceforth I reſign ; 
For tho' there is mirth, yet there's madneſs in wine : 
Then let not falſe ſparkles our ſenſes beguile 


'Tis the mention of Chloe that makes the glaſs 
ſmile. ' 


Her beauties with rapture my ſenſes inſpire, 
And, the more I behold her, the more I admire ! 
But the charms of her temper and mind I adore ; 


Theſe virtues ſhall bleſs me when beauty's no 


more. ; 


How happy our days when with love we engage! 

'Tis the tranſport of youth; *tis the comfort of 
age; 

But what are the joys of the bottle or bowl? 

Wine tickles the taſte, love enraptures the ſoul ! 


A ſot, as he riots in liquor, will cry, 

The longer I drink, the more thirſty aw I. 

From this plain confeſſion, 'tis plain my good 
friend, 

You're a toper eternal, and drink tc no end. 


Your big-belly'd bottle may raviſh your eye, 
But how foolith you look when your bottle is dry ? 
From woman, dear woman, ſweet pleaſure muſt 


ſpring ; 


Nay, the Stoics muſt own it—ſhe is the beſt thing, 
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Yet ſome praiſes to wine we may juſtly afford ; 
For a time it will make one as great as a lord; 
But woman, for ever, gives tianſport to man, 
And I'll love the dear ſex—aye, as long 2s I can, 


SONG 129. A Paſtoral 


= ſhepherd, or nymph of the grove, 
Can blame me for dropping a tear, 


Or lamenting aloud, as I rove, 

Since Phcebe no longer is here? 
My flocks, if at random they ſtray, 

What wonder, if ſhe's from the plains ? 
Her hands they were wont to obey, 

She ruPd both the ſheep and the ſwains, 


Can I ever forget how we ſiray'd 
To the foot of yon neighbouring hill, 
To the bow'r we had built in the ſhade, 
Or the river that runs by the mill? 
There, ſweet, by my ſide as ſhe lay, 
And heard the fond ſtories I told, 
How ſweet was the thruſh from the ſpray, 
Or the bleating of lambs from the fold! 


How oft' wou'd I ſpy out a charm, 
Which before, had been hid from my view ! 
And, while arm was enfolded in arm, | 
My lips to her lips, how they grew ! 
How long the ſweet conteſt would laſt ! 
Till the hours of retirement and reſt, 
What pleaſures and pain each had paſt, 
Who longeſt had lov'd, and who beſt, 
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No changes of place, or of time, 

felt when my fair one was near 
Alike was each weather, and clime, 

Each ſeaſon that chequer'd the year : 
In winter's rude lap did we freeze, 

Did we melt on the boſom of May ; 
Fach morn brought contentment and eaſe, 
If we roſe up to work or to play. 


She was all my fond wiſhes could aſk, 

She had all the kind gods could impart ; 
She was Nature's moſt beautiful taſk, 

The deſpair, and the envy of art : 
There all, that is worthy to prize, 

in all that was lovely was dreſt; 
For the Graces were tkron'd in her eyes, 
And the Virtues all lodg'd in her breaſt. 


SONG 130. 


N the ſide of a pond, at the foot of a 
hill, 
A free hearted fellow, attends on his mill, 
Freſh health blooms her ſtrong roſy hue o'er his 
face, 

And honeſty gives e' en to aukwardneſs grace: 
Beflour'd with his meal does he labour and ſing, 
And regaling at night, he's as bleſt as a king; 
After heartily eating, he takes a full ſwill 

Of liquor home- brew'd, to ſucceſs of the mill. 


He makes no nice ſcruples of toll for his trade, 
For that's an exciſe to his induſtry paid : 
His conſcience is free, and his income is clear, 


x And he values not them of ten thouſand a year: 
. He's 
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He's a freehold ſufficient to give him a vote; 
At elections he ſcorns to accept of a groat : 
He. hates your proud placemen ; and, do what they 
will, | 
They ne'er can ſeduce the ſtanch man of the mill, 


On Sunday he talks with the barber and prieſt, 

And hopes that our ſtateſmen do all for the bet; 

That the Spaniards ſhall ne'er interrupt our free 
trade, 

Nor good Britiſh coin be in ſubſidies paid : 

He fears the French navy and commerce increaſe, 

And he wiſhes poor Germany ſtill may have peace, 

Tho' Old England, he knows, may have ſtrength 
and have ſkill, 

To protect all her manors, and ſave his own mill, 


With this honeſt hope he goes home to his work, 

And if water is ſcanty he takes up his fork, 

And over the meadows he ſcatters his hay, 

Or with the ſtiff plough turns up furrows of clay: 

His harveſt is crown*d with a good Engliſh glee, 

That his country may ever be happy and tree : 

With his hand and his heart to king George does 
he fill. 

May all loyal ſouls a& the man of the mill ! 


x uu 
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SONG 131. HRE. A Paſtoral, 


HEN forc'd from dear Hebe to go, 
What anguiſh I felt at my heart! 
And I thought (but it might not be ſo) 
She was ſorry to ſee me depart : 
She caft ſuch a languiſhing view, 
My path I could ſcarcely diſcern, 
And ſo ſweetly ſhe bade me adieu, 
I thought ſhe had bade me return. Me- 
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Methinks ſhe might like to retire 

To the grove I had labour'd to rear 
For whatever I heard her admire, 

[ haſted and planted it there. 
Her voice ſuch a pleaſure conveys, 

$ much I her accents adore, 
Let her ſpeak, and whatever ſte ſays, 

m ſure {till to love her the more. 


And now, ere I haſte to the plain, 
Come, ſhepherds, and ſing of her lays ; 
| could lay down my life for the ſwain, 
That would ſing me a ſong in her praiſe : 
While he ſings, may the maids in the town 
Come flocking, and liſten the while; 
Nor on him let Hebe once frown, 
Tho? I cannot allow her to ſmile. 


To {ce, when my charmer goes by, 
Some hermit peep out of his cell, 
How he thinks of his youth, with a ſigh, 
How fondly he wiſhes her well! 
On him ſhe may ſmile, if ſhe pleaſe, 
it will warm the cool boſom of age; 
Yet ceaſe, gentle Hebe, O ceaſe, 
ouch ſoftneſs will ruin the ſage. 


Tre ſtole from no flow'rets that grow, 
To paint the dear charms I approve ; 
For what can a bloſſom beſtow, 
do ſweet ſo engaging as love? 
ing in a ruſtical way, 
A ſhepherd, and one of the throng ; 
Tet Hebe approves of my lay, 
Go, ſhepherds, and envy my ſong. 
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By Mr. GeorGe ALEXANDER STEVENS, 


Tune: Young Roger came tapping at Dolly's windy, 


day, 


And life time in ſchool phraſes waſte ; 
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132. 


TAsrTE. 


Etymologies ye can unriddle, then ſay, 


From whence is derived the term Taft. 
When genius, wit, learning, and ſcience are 


ſhown, 


We know which it is we'd be at 3 


But ſince Tafte has been term'd as a phraſe on the 


town, 


We neither know this thing nor that. 


E learned o'er claſſics, who pore night and 


Over catalogues poring the auction folks ſee ; 
Hark ! Sir, ſomething the connoiſſeur ſpeaks 

About Raphael, Correggio, Vandyke, Monami, 
Intaglias, Moſaics, Antiques. 


His honour obſerves quite the things to be ſure ; 
'Tis immenſe, tis prodigious, tis vaſt ; 


Then' the handling, diſpoſing, fore-ground, and 


contour, 


Oh! he talks all in all, whe talks Te. 


To the lucky, enrich'd by large plunder from 


White's, 


Each ſupple-knee'd ſycophant bows ; 


On the pavement his hours he'll waſte ; 


The porter will ſlap-to the door in his face, 


For merit we know is not [afte. 


While ſcience and learning are ſtared at for frights, 
They are creatures whom no body knows. 
In vain may a genius petition his grace, 
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Not by reaſon or | nm but faſhion we think, 
By faſhion we ſwear and we pray 

By faſhion we game, and by faſhion we drink, 
For each vice like a dog has it's day. 

Once Shakeſpear could pleaſe, now op'ras endear, 
And on ſounds large ſubſcriptions we waſte ; 

Like pillory felons, we're nail'd by the ear, 
For forging that phantom calld Tafe. 


To be ſure Ariſtotle had ſomething to ſay, 
But to mind him *tis not worth our while ; 
We don't want to: alk now, but only to play, 
So the claſſic in taſte muſt be Hoyle. 
By rhetoric rules would you ſtudy to ſpeak, 
The time while you read runs to waſte ; 
Tis hom oor alone that your proofs you muſt 
eek, 
Done fir/t, is the logic in Taſte. 


| We have been ſo well-bred, ſo immenſely polite, 


So refin'd by our dear friends ip France 
That we really believ'd it ill manners to fight, 
You'll allow it is ſans complaiſance. 
But the Genius of England awaken'd our youth, 
In fame's trumpet blew LIBER T's blaſt. 
Old Honour unfolded the ſtandard of Truth, 


And we've prov'd ourſelves Bx1Tons at laſt, 
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ELL met, pretty nymph, ſays a jolly young 
To lovely your ee 
0 a lovely young ſhephgrdeſs croſſing the plain; 
Why ſo much in haſte ? (now the month it was 
May) 
dall I venture to aſk you fair maiden which way? 
P 2 Then 


| 
1 


72 J 

Then ſtraĩght to this queſtion the nymph did rep 

With a ſmile in her look, and a leer in her eve, 

I am come from the village, and homeward 1 gg, 

And now, gentle ſhepherd, prey why wouldya 
know ? 


I hope, pretty maid, you wont take it amiſs, 
If I tell you the reaſon of aſking you this; lou 
I would fee you ſafe home (now the ſwain was in 
Of ſuch a companion if you would approve : 
Your offer, kind ſhepherd, 1s civil I own, 

But I ſee no great danger in going alone; 
Nor yet can | hinder, the road being free, 

For one as another, for you as for me, 


No danger in going alone, it is true, 

But yet a companion is pleaſanter too 

And if you could like (now the ſwain he took 
heart) | 

Such a ſweetheart as me, we never would part; 

Oh! that's a long word, ſaid the ſnepherdeſs then; 

I've often heard ſay, there's no minding you men; 

You'll ſay and unſay, and you'll flatter, tis true; 

Then leave a young maiden, the firſt thing youdo, 


Oh! judge not ſo harſhly, the ſhepherd reply'd; 
To prove what I ſay, I will make you my bride; 
To morrow the parſon (well ſaid little ſwan) - 
Shall join both our hands, and make one of u 
twain': 
Then what the nymph anſwer'd to this is not ſaid; 
The ver; next morn to be ſure they were wed: 
Sing hey diddle, ho diddle, hey diddle down; 
Now when ſhall we ſee ſuch a wedding in town! 
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HERE's my ſwgin ſo blithe and clever ? 
Why d'ye leave me all in ſorrow ? 
Three whole days are gone for ever, 
Since you ſaid you'd come to-morrow. 
If you lov'd but half as I do, 
You'd been here with looks ſo bonny : 
Love has flying wings, I well know, 
Not for ling'ring lazy Johnny. 


What can he be now a doing ? 
Is he with the laſſes Maying ? 
He had better here be wooing, 
Than with others fondly 3 
Tell me truly where he's roving, 
That I may no longer ſorrow; 
If he's weary grown of loving, 
Let him tell me fo to-morrow. 


Does ſome fav'rite rival hide thee, 
Let her be the happy creature, 
Pl! not plague myſelf to chide thee, 
Nor diſpute with her a feature. 
But I can't, nor will I » 

Nor will kill myſelf with ſorrow, 
| may loſe the time to marry, 

If I wait beyond to-morrow. 


Think not, ſhepherd, thus to brave me, 
If m yours away no longer ; 
If you won't another'll have me, 
[ may cool but not grow fonder. 
If your lovers, girls, forſake ye, 
Whine not in deſpair and ſorrow, 
bleſs'd another lad may make ye 
Stay for none beyond to-morrow. 
i. SONG 
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SON CG 135. 
S Thyrſis reclin'd by her fide he lov'd be, 


With a ſigh, her ſoft hand to his boſom he | 


reſt, 
While his paſſion he breath'd in the grove : 
As the bird to his neſt ſtill returns for repoſe, 
& As back to its fountain the conſtant ſtream flows, 
So true and unchang'd is my love. 


«© Tfe*er this heart roves, or revolts from its chain, 
„May Ceres, in rage, quit the vallies and plains; 
«© May Pan his protection deny: | 
© In vain wou'd young Phillis and Laura be kind; 
«© On the lips of another no pleaſure I find; 
« With thee, as I've liv'd, fo J'Il die.” 


More ſtill had he ſu ore but the Queen of the 
May, 
Young Jenny, the wanton, by chance tript tha 
.. 
And ſought ſweet repoſe in the ſhade, 
With ſorrow, voung lovers, I tell the fad tale, 
The laſs was alluring, the ſhepherd was frail, 
And forgot ey'ry vow he had made, 


To comfort the nymph, and her loſs to ſupply, 

In the form of Alexis, young Cupid drew nigh, 
Of ſhepherds the envy and pride : 

Ah! blame not the maid, if o'ercome by his truth, 

Her hand and her heart ſhe beſtow'd on the youtl, 
And the next morn beheld her his bride. 


Learn rather from Sylvia's example ye fair, 1.1 


That a pleaſing revenge ſhou'd take pop. 
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Give forrow and care to the wind: 

If faithful the ſwain, to his paſſion be true, 

If falſe——ſeek redreſs from a lover that's new, 
And pay each inconſtant in kind. 


SONG 136. LiBERTY. 
Tune: Hearts of Oak, 


OME, chear up, my lads, to our country be 
firm, | 
As kings of the ocean we'll weather each ftorm ; 
lategrity calls out, Fair liberty ſee, 
* Waves her flag o'er our heads, and her words are 
BE FREE. * 


C24. vis 


Hearts of oak are wve ſtill, for were ſons of thoſe men, 
Who always avere ready, 
Steady, boys, ſteady, 
To fight for our freedom again and again. 


To king George, as true ſubjects, we loyal bow 
down, | 
And hope we may call Magna Charta our own: 
Let the reſt of the world flaviſh. worſhip decree, 
Engliſh genius has order'd her ſons ſhould be free. 


Poor Eſau his birthright gave up for a bribe, 

But Engliſhmen ſcorn the mean ſoul- ſelling tribe; 
Beyond life our birthright of freedom we prize, 
Which in death we'll defend, andabjurean Exciſe. 


On 
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[ 396. } 


On our brows while we laurelPd-crown'd liber 


wear, | 


All that Engliſhmen ought we as Engliſhmen dare; 


Tho' tempeſts and terrors around us we ſee, 


Bribes nor fears can't prevail o'er the heartwhich 


1s free. 


With loyalty, liberty let us entwine, 


Our blood ſhall for both flow as free as our wine; 
Let us ſet an example, what all men ſhould be, 


And a toaſt give the world Here's to thoſe d 
be free. 


SONG 137. 


A MevLzy, or the CRIES of Loxpox, 


EF. the happy country laſs, 
Sits contented on the graſs, 
All the day does ſport and play; 
How ſweet the moments pals : 


But here's no reſt no quietneſs or ſleep, 

For ſweep, ſweep, ſweep, foot, ho. 

Milk, milk, ho. 

Hot cakes, here's Pruſhan hot cakes— 

Any old cloaths, old cloaths to fell— 

Old cloaths, ſhoes, hats or cloaths— 

Braſs to mend, bellows to mend— : 

Hot ſpice ginger-bread hot, come buy my ſpice 
gincer-bread ſmoaking hot 1 

Buy a fire ſtone cheek for your loves, bay à fn 
ſtone 


Hollowa 
Buy a D 
Knives t 
Old cha 


there, ſe 
Here's y 
0 

Fine Sen 
Come bi 
ivy, 
"Wh. 
Already 


Fine 10 
Oh, rare 

{ 
Here's tl 
Nice 3 
Hare ſki 
Glaſs, an 
Do you; 
Here's ſi 
Nice you 
Penknive 
Buy a br 
Fer a ta 
Any hare 


l 
A long tail pig, or a ſhort tail pig, or a bob tail 
pig, or a pig without e'er a tail, a ſow pig or 
a boar pig, or a pig with a curling tail 
Holloway cheeſe cakes „ 146'þ 
Buy a Dutch loaf, buy a Dutch loaf. 
Knives to grind, ſeiſſars to grind 
Old chairs to mend 
Do you want any matches, come buy my ſi ne 


matches, come buy them of me, oh, they are 


the beſt matches that ever you ſee, for light- 
ing a candle or kindling a fire, they are the 
belt matches you can deſire, ſee there, ſee 
there, ſee there 
Here's your nice freſh cod, dainty live cod, floun- 
ders | | 
Fine Seville oranges or lemon | 
Come buy my water crefles, ground ivy, ground 
ivy, come buy my ground ivy 
Cooper | 
Already pick'd green and large gooſe-berries fix 
pence a gallon———— 
Fine ſinging birds 
Oh, raree ſhow, oh, raree ſhow, come ſee mypret- 
ty ſhow 
Here's the laſt dying ſpeech and confeſſion, birth, 
parentage and education of all the 
Nice potatoes, fine potatoes 
Hare ſkins or rabbit ſkins 
Glaſs, any old glaſs bottles to ſell, tops and bottoms, 
Do you want a good flint, or a good lee 
Here's ſugar, ſugar peas 
Nice young peas, nice young beans 
Penknives, ſciſſars, buckles or button 
Buy a broom, buy a bruſh, or a hair broom 
E'er a table mat or door-mat 
Any hare ſkins, maids 
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Hot grey peas hot 


09 23 
Here's money for old rag : 
Newcaſtle ſalmon, Newcaſtle ſalmon. ONG 
Buy all my eels | zy Mr. 


Have you e' er a ſpot or ſtain, let it be tar, coonh 
or any greafe, I'll take it out now before 
your face, out o. 


Any choice polonies, fine polonies OUI 


. | lt operas a 
Lloyd's. Evening, Lloyd's Evening poſt—— HAST” 


Paſt ten o' clock | — 
The London Gazette, London Gazette, great new bs 

in the London Gazette — „Wink 
Paſt eleven o' clock | 


The card invites, in crouds we fly, 


To join the jovial routful cry, Tho rags 
To join the jovial routful cry, "WO yo 
What joy from cards and plagues all day, * 
To hye to the midnight, hark away, hark aw, Pay, 
To hye to the midnight, hark _ | Atyour o 
The briſk; the bold, the young, the gay, 3 
All hye to the midnight, hark away, hark away, 
—— y your tro 
Conn 

The briſk, the bold, the young, the gay, When for 
All hye to the midnight, hark away, hark awa}, grim 
hark away, | nd ſhow 

All hve to the midnight, hark away. ake poor 1 
dall Bron 

The wort} 

was ſaid ſ. 

hen rich fol 

work foi 


8 0 N 


omb, 
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[ 179 ] 
ONG 138. To make a Connorssrus. 
By Mr. GzoRGE ALEXANDER STEVENS, 
Tune: Ye medley of mortals. 
OULD you be quite the thing, both a 


enius and critic, 
t operas and auctions, a puff ſcientific, | 
ou muſt half words, and hard words, and queer 
words procure, | 
lod, wink and look wiſe, you're a true Conniſſeur. 
Sing tantara-rara taſte all, taſte all, 
Sing tantara-rara taſte all, 


The money you ſquander {your judgment con- 
firms; | | 

ou need not know ſcience, repeat but the terms; 

he labour of learning belongs to the poor, 

o but pay, that's enough for a true Connoiſſeur. 


| Atyour own table grac'd 'midſt exotics ſupreme, 


muſic's the ſubject, or painting the theme; 

|| artiſts but Engliſh ones, praiſe and procure, 

your troop of lead captains you're dubb'd 
Connoiſſeur. 


When for words you are loſt, fill it up with 
grimace, [face ; 
ad ſhow your vaſt wiſdom, by, working your 
ake poor merit bluſh, but be bold and ſecure, 
dall Bronzes out Bronze, like a nice Connoiſeure 


The worth of a man, the wiſe ſay is his pence, 
was ſaid ſo, and ſo it will centunes hence; 
hen rich folly I'll praiſe (pretty pimp) ſhe procures, 


i! work for the wits, when ſhe forms Connoifſeurs. 
SONG 
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SONG 139. The FARUuER's Soxc, 


N a ſweet healthy air, on a farm of my own; 
Halfa mile from the church, and juſt two from 
a town, | | 
Half a mile from the church, and juſt two from x 
town ; 
Diverſions and buſineſs I vary for eaſe, 
But your fine folks at London, may do as they 
pleaſe, 
Your fine folks at London, may do as they pleaſe, 
But your fine folks at London, may do as they 
pleaſe, 


By my freehold, *tis true, I'm entitled to vote, 
But becauſe I will never be wrong, if I know't, 
PII adhere to no one, *till each party agrees; 
But your fine folks at London, &c. 


Tho? ſixty, and upwards, I never knew pain, 

My Goody's as ancient, yet does not complain; 

From the flocks of my own I wear coats of warm 
frize; 


But your fine folks at London, &c. 


I ne'er was at law in the courſe of my life, 
Nor injur'd a neighbour in daughter or wife ; 
To the poor have lent money, but never took fees, 
But your fine folks at London, &c, 


I n&er had ambition to viſit the great, 

Yet honour my king, and ſtand by the ſtate, 

By the church and dear freedom in all it's degrees; 

But your fine folks at London, may do as they 
pleaſe, 
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[ 1 ] 
SONG 140. The Men will Rowaxce. 


HEN I enter'd my teens, and threw play- 
things aſide, 
I conceiv'd myſelf woman, and fit for a bride 
By the men I was flatter'd, my-pride to enhance, 
For the maids will believe, and the men wil! 
romance, 


They ſwore that my eyes the bright dYmond 
excell'd, 

duch a face, and ſuch treſſes, ſure ne'er were beheld ! 

That to gaze on my neck was all rapture and trance! 

Oh! the maids will believe, and the men will 
romance. 


Young Polydore ſaw me one night at the ball, 

And (wore, to my charms he a conqueſt muſt fall; 

On his knees he entreated my hand for a dance: 

Ah! the maids will believe, and the men will 
romance. 


He conducted me home, when the paſtime was o'er, 

And declar'd he ne'er ſaw ſo much beauty before; 

He ogled and ſigh'd, as he ſaw me advance: 

Ah! the maids will believe, and the men will 
romance. 


Then day after day I his company had : 

At length he declar'd all his flame to my dad ; 
But my father lov'd money, and would not advance, 
And reply'd to my lover, young men will romance. 


But tho' my papa, would not give us a ſhilling, 
My Polydore ſwore he to wed me was willing, 
© to church we both went, and at night Lad a 
dance, 
And, believe me, my Polydore did not romance. 
4. 
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SONG 14t. 


S I went o'er the meadows, no matter the The 

day, | | ky 

A ſhepherd I met who came tripping that way _ 
I was going to fair all ſo bonny and gay, 

He aſk'd me to let him go with me there; 

No harm ſhall come to you, young damſel, I ſvew; Wi 3 W 
Fil buy you a fairing to put in your hair, 

| : Where ſai 

You've a good way to go, it is more than a mile; WI A meagr: 

We'll reſt if you pleaſe, when we get to yon flile; WW a; home 

I've a ſtory to tell, that will charm you the whit. Wl Bendiog ! 


'To go with him farther I did not much care; On whom 
But ſtill I went on, not ſuſpecting a ſnare ; Good fat] 
For I dream'd of a fairing to come from the fair. WY With roſy 

Who, wh 
To make me more eaſy, he ſaid all he could: His benec 


I threaten'd to leave him, unleſs he'd be good; And as tl 


For I'd not for the world he ſhould dare to be He lick'd 
| rude. 
Young Roger had promis'd, and baulk'd me [il 
ear; 4 
If he mould do ſo, I would go no more there, Oh rare 1 
Tho? I long'd e'er ſo much for a gift from the fair If 1 
: When dr 
When we got to the ſtile, he would ſcarce be ſai And 
no; Not all tt 
He preſs'd my ſoft lips, as if there he would grow: Sho: 
(Take care how that way with a ſhepherd you go 
Confounded I ran, when I found out his ſnare; Renown”, 
No ribbon, I cry'd, from ſuch hands will I wen, The 
Nor go, while I live, for a gift to the fair. On =_ \ 
n 
Then hoy 
Sou; 
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tl 
SONG 1432. 


The RoasT BEEFT of Or D EncLanD. 


A Cantata, taken from a celebrated Print of the 
ingenious Mr, HocarTH. 


RECITATIVE. 
q WAS at the the gate of Calais, Hogarth 
tells, 

Where ſad deſpair and famine always dwells, 
A meagre Frenchman, madam Grandfire's cook, 
As home he ſteer'd his carcaſe, that way took; 
Bending beneath the — of fam'd Sir Loin, 
On whom he often wiſh'd in vain to dine: 
Good father Dominick by chance came by, 
With roſy gills, round paunch, and greedy eye ; 
Who, when he firſt beheld the greaſy load, 
His benediction on it he beſtow'd : 
And as the ſolid fat his fingers preſs'd, 

He lick'd his chaps, and thus the knight addreſs'd. 


AIR. 
(4 lovely Laſs to a Friar came, Oc.) 
Oh rare roaſt beef ! lov'd by all mankind, 
If I was doom'd to have thee, 
When dreſs'd and garniſh'd to my mind, 
And ſwimming in thy gravy, 
Not all thy country's force combin'd 
Shoald from my fury ſave thee. 


Renown'd Sir Loin, oft times decreed 
The theme of Engliſh ballad ; 
On thee e'en kings have deign'd to feed, 
Unknown to Frenchmaa's palate : 
Then how much more thy taſte doth exceed 
Soup-meagre, frogs and ſallad! 
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( 184 ] 
ReciTaTivs. 


A half: ſtarv'd ſoldier, ſhirtleſs, pale, and lean, 


Who ſuch a ſight before had never ſeen ; 


Like Garrick's frighted Hamlet, gaping ſtood, 


And gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſh food. 


His morning's meſs forſook the friendly bowl, 
And in {mall ſtreams along the pavement ſtole, 


He heav'd a ſigh, which gave his heart relief, 
And then in plaintive tone declar'd his grief, 


2 io 


( Foot's Minuet,) 


Ah, ſacre Dieu! vat do I ſee yonder, 
Dat lock fo tempting red and vite ? 

Begar it is de roaſt beef from Londre ; 
Oh ! grant to me von letel bite, 


But to my guts if you give no heeding, 
And cruel fate dis boon denies ; 

In kind compaſſion unto my pleading, 
Return and let me feaſt my eyes, 


RECITATIVE. 
His fellow-guard, of right Hibernian clay, 
Whole brazen front his country did betray ; 
From Tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled, 

By honeſt means to gain his daily bread, 
Soon as the well-known proſpect he deſcry'd, 
In blubb'ring accents dolefully he cry'd. 


. 
Ellen a Roon.) 


Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 


So taking thy fight is, 
My joy, that ſo light is, 


To view thee, by pailfuls, runs out at my * 
chile 


While he 


The gall 


fi 


Upon th 
Who fed 
But whe! 
His dear 
With lift 
Then {cr 


L 
While here I remain, my life's not worth a far- 


an, thing, [thing. 

| While here I remain, my life's not worth a far- 
od, Ah, hard hearted Loui! 

Why did | come to you? 

vl, The gallows, more kind, would have ſav'd me 
le, from ſtarving. 
6 

0 RRCITATIVE. 


Upon the ground hard by poor Sawney fat, 

Who fed his noſe, and ſcratch'd his ruddy pate; 
But when Old England's bulwark he eſpy'd, 

His dear lov'd mull, alas! was thrown aſide ; 

With lifted hands he bleſs'd his native place, 

Then ſcrubb'd himſelf, and thus bewail'd his caſe. 


AIX. 
(The Broom of the Cowdenknows.) 


How hard, oh ! Sawney, 1s thy lot, 
Who was ſo blithe of late, 

To ſee ſuch meat as can't be got, 
When hunger is fo great! 


O the beef! the bonny bonny beef, 
When roaſted nice and brown; 

I wiſh J had a ſlice of thee, 
How ſweet it would gang down! 


Ah, Charley! hadſt thou not been ſeen, 
This ne'er had happ'd to me; 
[ would the De'el had pick'd mine ey'n, 
Ere I had gang'd wi' thee, 
Q the beef, &c. 
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RECIYATIVE. 


But, ſee! my muſe to England takes her flight, 

Where health and plenty ſocially unite ; 

Where ſmiling freedom guards great George“; 
throne, 

And whips and chains, and torturesare not known, 

Tho? Britain's fame in loftieſt ſtrains ſhould ring, 

In ruſtic fable give me leave to ſing. 


Ali x. 
As once on a time a young frog, pert and vain, 
Beheld a large ox grazing o'er the wide plain, 
He boafted his ſize he could quickly attain, 
O the roaſt beef of Old England, 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef. 


Then eagerly ſtretching his weak little frame, 

Mamma, who itood by, like a knowing old dame, 

Cry'd, Son, to attempt it you're ſurely to blame. 
O the roaſt beef, c. 


But deaf to advice he for glory did thirſt ; 
An effort he ventur'd more ſtrong than the fir, 
Till ſwelling and ſtraining too hard made him but. 


O the roaſt beef, &c. 


Then Britons, be valiant, the moral is clear; 
The ox is Old England; the frog is monſieur, 
Whoſe puffs and bravadoes we need never fear. 


O the roaft becf, c. 


For while by our commerce and arts we are able 
Jo ſee the Sir Loin ſmoaking hot on our table, 
The French may e' en burſt like the frog in the fable. 
O the roaſt beef of Old England, 
And O the Old Eng liſb roafs berf. 
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SONG 143. 


By Mr. GzroRGE ALEXANDER STEVENS. 
Tune : Young Roger came tapping at Dolly's window. 


O more let French diſhes appear in our 
meſs, 

Nor the taſte of an Engliſhman ſpoil ; - 

We drub the French fellows whatever we dreſs, 
Be it either to roaſt, bake, or broil. 

At Cherburgh we gave them a diſh of our ſoup, 
They {wore it was damn'd ſour ſauce ; 

Then we tols'd up Cape Breton, and. ſtew'd 

Gaudaloupe. 

And a haſh made at Havre de Grace. 


We gave them a belly- full lately near Breſt, 
And Conflans from Toulon had a treat; 


The twenty-four pounders they could not digeſt, 


Our balls we confeſs are forced meat. 

but we can fall to tho', on what monſieurs got, 
Lou {ce we ſet down at our eaſe; 

And this place and that place, they all go to pot, 
ror ve help ourſelves juſt where we pleaſe. 


in Eaſt Indies, I fancy, we cook'd the thing right. 
Pondicherry our taſte happ'd to hit, 
Lally ſent word, his ſcheme would the Engliſhmen 
bite, t 
But, au contraire, he found himſelf bit. 
it was jult for a whet, when we took Senegal, 
Then our ſtomachs for fighting encreaſed; 
dince we 2 Quebeck wich the town Mon- 
real, wh 
Martinico has made up the feaſt. 
Up 
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Up hill how our Hearts of Oak hollowed along, 
Vo ho- ing they tow'd up cach gun; 


Roaſt beef and king George was the jolly tun 


ſong, | 
And they croſs'd the French fires for fun, 


La Touche, the French governor, as I've heard 


ſay, 
*Fhinks our company would him diſgrace; 


He the Englith detelts, ſo keeps out of the way; 


*Cauſe he ſcorns to look us in the face. 


Thus may old England's enemies ever be ſnubb'd, 
May her ſons. thus unanimous join; 
If they do—PlI be damn'd, if they ever are 
drubb'd, | | 
Tho? the dons, or don devils combine. 
Come lads look, bright victory ſhines on the ſcene, 
With our fighting we won't make a fuſs, 
May the ſons, and fons ſons, of our good king 
and queen, | 
Have ſtout hoyeſt ſubjects like us. 


SONG. 14. 


HAT I might not be plagued with the 
nonſenſe of men, 
I promis'd my mother again and again 
To ſay as ſhe bius me wherever I go, 
And to all that they aſk, or would have, tell em 
No. 


T really believe I have frighten'd a ſcore: 
They'll want to be with me, I warrant no more; 
And I own I'm not ſorry for ſerving them ſo; 


Were the ſame thing to do, I again ſhould ſay * 
| 0s 
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For a ſhepherd J like, with more courage and art, 
Won't let me alone, tho* I bid him depart ; 
Such queſtions he puts fince I anſwer him fo, 
That he eg me mean Yes, tho* my words are 
ſtill No. 


Heaſk'd, did T hate him, or think him too plain; 

(Let me die if he is not a clever young ſwain,) 

If he ventur'd a kiſs, 1f I from him would go, 

Then he preſs'd my young lips, while I bluſh'd 
and ſaid No. 


He a%'d if my heart to another was gone 
If I'd have him to leave me, or ceaſe to love on; 
If | meant my life long to anſwer him fo ; 


[ faulter'd, and ſigh'd, and reply'd to him, No. 


This morning an end to his courtſhip he made; 
Will Phillis live longer a . ? he ſaid; 
If I preſs you to church, will you ſcruple to go? 


n a hearty good-humour I anſwer'd, No, no. 


SONG 145. 
Bacchus and Arilapne, A Cantata. 


RECITATIVE. 


"THE faithleſs Theſeus ſcarce had got on boards 

hen Ariadne wak'd and mils'd her lord 

sudden ſhe roſe, and to the beach ſhe flew, 

And law his veſſel leſs' ning to her view: 

dhe [mote her breaſt ; ſhe rav'd, and tore her hair; 

Then, ia (oft plaints, ſhe vented her deſpair, 4 
IR, 
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Arx. | 
Ah! Theſeus, Theſeus, ſtay ! 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, ye winds, to blow ! 
— Kind Neptune, ceaſe to flow, 
Nor waft my love away! 
Ah! whither wilt thou go? 
Could I have ſerv'd thee ſo ? 
Ah! Theſeus, faithleſs Theſeus, tell me why 
You fly from her who gave thee pow'r to fy} 


RECITATIVE, 


The jolly god who rules the jovial bowl. 
Bacchus, whoſe gifts re-animate the ſoul, 
Heard and beheld poor Ariadne's grief, 
And, gently, thus adminiſter'd relief. 


A 1 xX. 


Ceaſe, lovely nymyb, to weep, 

Wipe off that falling tear ; 
Though Theſeus plough the deep, 

You've ſtill a lover here: 
Jam Bacchus, god of wine, 

God of revelry and joy; 
If Ariadne will be mine, 

Mirth ſhall ev'ry hour employ, 
Come, Silenus, fill a cup 

Of my choiceit cordial draught ; 
Fill it, man, why fill it up ; 

*Twill baniſh ev'ry gloomy thought: 
Fill it higher, to the brink : 

Come, my lovely mourner, drink ! 


REciTATIVE. 


With ſoft reluctance ſhe at laſt comply'd, 

And to her lips the nectar'd cup apply'd ; 

The potent draught, with more than magic art, 
Flew thro? her veins, and jeiz'd her yielding heart - 


ſn wine a 
And with 
While old 
Thus ente 


Learn he! 
w] 
Learn her 
Let the n) 
fa 
Take a ce 
ſp 
And let t 
m 
Inſtead of 
Jolly Bace 
Let him £ 
he 


S C 
To 


Young Pt 
And thus 
And thus 


Of all my 
Since fifte 
Was ever 
To live ti 
To live, | 


10 


1 


1 
ſn wine ambroſial all her cares were drown'd, 
And with ſucceſs the joval god was crown'd: 
While old Silenus, as he reePd along, 
Thus entertain'd them with his frolic ſong, 


. 


Learn hence, ye fond maidens, who droop and 
who pine, 

Learn hence, ye fond lovers, the virtue of wine: 

Let the nymyh, who's forſaken for one that's more 
fair, 

Take a comforting glaſs, and 'twill drown all de- 
ſpar ; 

And let the fond youth who wou'd win the coy 
maid, 

[nſtead of his Cupid's, ſeek Bacchus's aid. 

Jolly Bacchus ne'er fails of 2 his part: 

Let him gain the head, and you'll ſoon gain the 
heart. 


SONG 146. 


8 Colin rang'd early one morning in ſpring, 
To hear che wood's choriſters warble and 
ling ; 
Young Phcebe he ſaw ſupinely was laid, 


And thus in ſweet melody ſung the fair maid ; 
And thus, &c. 


Of all my experience how vaſt the amount, 

Since fifteen long winters I fairly can count ! 

Was ever poor damſel fo ſadly betray'd, 

To live to theſe years, and yet ſtill be a maid ? 

To live, &c, y 
— 


1 
Ye heroes triumphant by land and by ſea, 
Sworn vot'ries to love, yet unmindful of me; 
Of prowels approv/d, of no dangers afraid, 
Will you ſtand by like daſtards, and fee ny 
a maid ? 


Will you, &c. 


E fair 
Ant 
or once a 


To what 


Ye counſellors ſage, who with eloquent tongue, ould you 
Can do what you pleaſe, with right and with he precex 
Wrong ; And lear 

Can it be by law, or by equity ſaid, 
That a comely young girl ought to die an {Fs ſoon as 
| maid ? The bloc 
That a comely, &c. Ind Iſabel 
Then de; 
Ye learned phyſicians whoſe excellent {kill he youthf 
Can ſave or demoliſh, can heal or can kill; - —_ f 
e Lure; 


To a poor forlorn damſel contribute your aid, 
Who is ſick, very ſick, of remaining a maid. 


Who is lick, &c. en firll t 


Within t 

Ye fops, I invoke not to liſt' to my ſong, d you by 
Who anſwer no end, and to no ſex belong, Each will 
Ye echoes of echoes, ye ſhadows of ſhade ; e not too | 
For if | had you, I might Kill be a maid. th prude 
For if, &c. And that 
Voung Colin was melted to hear her complain, t court, at 
Then whiſper'd relief, like a kind-hearte ſwain; Aſſume a 
And Phcebe, well pleas'd is no longer afraid nd, leſt y 
Of being neglected, and dying a maid. In fewer \ 
Of being neglected, and dying a maid, be maid, \ 
y giddy ch 

That's no 
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SONG 147. 


E fair, who ſhine thro? Britain's iſle, | 
And triumph o'er the heart ; 

or once attentive be a while 

To what I now impart. 

ould you obtain the youth you love, 

The precepts of a friend approve, 

And learn the way to keep him. 


ls ſoon as nature has decreed 
The bloom of eighteen years, 
and Iſabel from ſchool is ma 
Then beauty's force appears; 
he youthful blood begins to flow, 
he hopes for man, and longs to know 
The ſureſt way to keep him. 


en firſl the pleaſing pain is felt 
Within the lover's breaſt ; | 
ud you by ſtrange perſuaſion melt, 
Each wiſhing to be bleſt ; 

e not too bold, nor yet too coy, 

ith prudence lure the happy boy, 
And that's the way to keep him. 


RT 


t court, at ball, at park or play, 
Aſſume a modelt pride; 

nd, leſt your tongue your mind betray, 
In fewer words confide ; | 

he maid, who thinks to gain a mate 

y giddy chat, will find too late, 

That's not the way to keep him. 


dreſſing ne'er the hours kill, 
That bane to all the ſex ; 
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Nor let the arts of dear Spadille 
Your innocence perplex. 
Be always decent as a bride ; 
By virtuous rules your reafon guide ; 
For that's the way to keep him. 


But when the nuptial knot is faſt, 
And both its bleſſings ſhare, 

To make thoſe jovs for ever laſt, 
Of jealouſy beware ; 

His love with kind compliance. meet ; 

Let conſtancy the work complete, 
And you'll be ſure to keep him. 


nn 


SONG 148. The Hox EST FeLLoy, 


HO! pox o' this nonſenſe, I prithee give os, 

And talk of your Phillis and Chloe no more; 
Their face, and their air, and their mien, whata 
rout { 


Here's to thee, my lad, puſh the bottle about. 
Here's to thee, my lad, puſh the bottle about. 


Let finical fops play the fool and the ape ; 

They dare not confide in the juice of the grape: 

But we, honeit fellows—'ſdeath ! who'd et 
think ” 

Of puling for love, while he's able to drink ? 

Of puling, &e. | 


Tis wine, only wine, that true pleaſure beſtow; 
Our joys it increaſes, and lightens our woes ; 
Remember what topers of old us'd to ſing, 
The man that is drunk is as great as a king. 
The man, &c, 
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If Cupid aſſaults you there's law for his tricks ; 
Anacreon's caſes ſee, page twenty-ſix : 
The precedent's glorious, and juſt by my foul ; 
Lay hold on, and drown the young dog in a bowl. 
Lay hold, &c. ; 


What's life but a frolic, a ſong and a laugh ? 
My toaſt ſhall be this, whilſt Pve liquor to quaff; 
May mirth and good fellowſhip always abound ; 
Boys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round. 
Boys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round. 


* „ 


—B 


SONG 149. A Huxrix SONG. 


REeciTATIVE. 


ARK, the horn calls away; 
Come the grave, come the gay; 
Wake to muſic that wakens the ſkies, 


at 1 Quit the bondage of ſloth, and ariſe. 


AIR. 


From the Eaſt breaks the morn, 

See the ſun- beams adorn 

The wild heath, and the mountains ſo high, 
The wild heath, and the mountains ſo high; 
Shrilly opes the launch hound, 

The Reed neighs to the ſound, 

And the woods and the vallies reply, 

ind the woods and the vallics reply. 


WS; | 
| Our fore-fathers ſo good, 


Prov'd their greatneſs of blood, 

By encount'ring the hart and the boar, 

Þy encount'ring, &c. 

R 2 Ruddy 
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Ruddy health bloom'd the face, 
Age and youth urg'd the chace, | 
And taught woodlands and foreſts to roar, 
And taught, &c. 


Hence, of noble deſcent, 
Hills and wilds we frequent, 
Were the boſom of nature's reveal'd, 
Where the, &c. 

Tho! in life's buſy day, 

Man of man makes a prey, 
Still ler ours be the prey of the field, 
Still let ours, &c. 


With the chace in full fight, 
Gods ! how great the delight ! 
How our mortal ſenſations refine ! 
How our, &c. | 
Where is care, where is fear? 
Like the winds, in the rear, 
And the man's loſt in ſomething divine, 
And the man's, &c. 


Now to horſe, my brave boys ; 
Lo ! each pants for the joys, 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole, 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole; 
Then at eve we'll diſmount, 
Toils and pleaſures recount, 
And renew the chace over the bowl, 
And renew the chace over the bowl. 
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SONG 15% 


A BaLLAD in the Mopern TasTE. 


NE morning young Roger accoſted me thus, 

Come here, pretty maiden and give me a 

= OR . [eart; 

Lord! fellow, ſaid I, mind your plough and your 

Yes, I thank you for nothing, thank you for nothing, 
thank you for nothing with all my heart. 


Well, then, to be ſure, he grew civil enough, 

He gave me a box with a paper of ſnuff ; 

I took it, I own, yet had fill ſo much art 

To cry, Thank you for nothing with all my heart. 


He ſaid, if ſo be, he might make me his wife— 
Good Lord! I was never fo daſh'd in my life; 

Yet could not help laughing to ſee the fool ſtart, 
When I thank'd him for nothing with all my heart. 


Soon after, however, he gain'd my conſent, 
And with him on Sunday to chapel I went, 
But ſaid *twas my goodneſs more than his deſert, 
Not to thank him for nothing with all my heart. - 


The parſon cry*d, Child, you muſt after me ſay, 
And then talk'd of honour, and love, and obey ; 
But faith, when his reverence came to that part, 
There I thank*d him for nothing with all my heart. 


At night our briſk neighbours the ſtocking would 
enrow 3 
| mult not tell tales, but I know what I know: 
Young Roger confeſſes I cur'd all his ſmart, 
And 1 thank'd him for ſomething with all my heart. 
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SONG 151. 


By Mr. GrorGe ALEXANDER STEVENS, 


Tune: Come and liſten to my ditty, 


EASE rude Boreas bluſt'ring railer, 
Liſt ye landmen all to me; 

Meſs-mates hear a brother-ſailor; 

Sing the dangers of the ſea. 
From bounding billows, firſt in motion, 

When the diſtant whirlwinds riſe, 
To the tempeſt troubled ocean, 

When the ſeas contend with ſkies. 


Hark ! the boatſwain hoarſely bawling, 
By top-ſail ſheets and hallyards ſtand ; 
Down top-gallants, quick, be hawling, 


Down your ſtay-ſails, hand boys, hand. 


Now it freſhens, ſet the braces, 
The lee top-ſail ſheets let go; 

Luff, boys, luff, don't make wry faces, 
Up your top-ſails niwbly clew. 


Now all you on down-beds ſporting, 
Fondly lock'd *twixt beauty's arms, 
Freſn enjoyment wanton courting, 
Safe from all but love's alarms, 
Around us roars the tempeſt louder 
Think what fears our minds enthral ; 
Harder yet, it yet blows harder, 
Now again the boatſwain calls. 


The topſail yards point to the wind boys, 
See all clear to reef each courſe : 
Let the fore fhcet go, don't mind, 
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Tho? the weather ſhou'd be worſe, 
Fore and aft the ſpritſail yard get, 
Reef the mizen, ſee all clear; 
Hands up, each preventure brace fet, 
Man the fore-yard, chear, lads, chear. 


Now the dreadful thunder's roaring, 
Peals on peals — claſh ! 

On our heads fierce rain falls pouring, 
In our eyes blue light'nings flaſh. 

One wide water all around us, 
All above but one black ſky; 

Different deaths at once ſurround us, 
Hark ! what means yon dreadful cry ? 


The foremaſt's gone, cries every tongue out, 
Oer the lee, twelve feet *bove deck ! 

A leak beneath the cheſtree's ſprung out; 
Call all hands to clear the wreck ? 

Quick the laniards cut to pieces, | 
Come, my hearts, be ſtout and bold ; 


| Plumb the well, the leak increaſes, 


Four feet water's in the hold ! 


While o'er the ſhip the wild waves beating, 
We for wives and children mourn : 
Alas | from hence there's no retreating, 
Alas ! to them there's no return ! 
dull the leak is gaining on us, 
Both chain pumps are choak'd below: 
Heaven have mercy here upon us ! 
Only He can ſave us now. 


On the lee-beam is the land boys, 
Let the guns o'er-board be thrown, 
To the pumps, come every hand, boys, 
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See! her mizen-maſt is gone. , 
The leak we've found, it cannot pour faſt, 
We've lighten'd her a foot or more; 
Up and rig a jury fore-maſt, 
She rights ! ſhe rights ! boys, wear off ſhore, 


Now once more on joys we're thinking, 
Since kind fortune ſav'd our lives; 
Come, the can, boys let's be drinking 
To our ſweet- hearts and our wives. 
Fill it up, about ſhip wheel it, 
Cloſe to lips the brimmer join; 
Where's the tempeſt now, who feels it? 
None ; our danger's drown'd in wine. 


— 


SONG 152. Lazour in Vaix. 


| ny purſuit of ſome lambs from my flocks that 
have ſtray'd, 
One morning I rang'd o'er the plain; 
But, alas ! after all my reſearches were made, 
I perceiv'd that my labour was vain. 


At length growing hopeleſs my lambs to reſtore, 
I reſolv*d to return back again; 

It was uſeleſs, I thought, to ſeek after them more, 
Since I found that my labour was vain. 


On this my return, pretty Phoebe I ſaw, 


And to love her 1 could not refrain; 
To ſolicit a kiſs, I approach'd her with awe, 
But ſhe told me my labour was vain, 


But, Phcebe, I cry'd, to my ſuit lend an ear, 


And let me no longer complain : 95 
— e 
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1 
che reply'd, with a frown, and an aſpect ſevere, 
Young Colin, your labour's in vain. 


Then I eagerly claſp'd her quite cloſe to my breaſt. 
* And kiſs'd her, and kiſs'd her again; 
0 Colin, ſhe cry'd, if you're rude, I proteſt 
That your labour ſhall till be in vain, 


At length, by entreaties, by kiſſes and vows, 
Compaſſion ſhe took on my pain ; | 

She now has conſented to make me her ſpouſe, 
80 no longer I labour in vain, 


SONG 153. 


n M. with cluſters of Pllentwine, 
" And barter all joy for a goblet of wine ; 


In ſearch of a Venus no longer Fl] run, 
But ſtop and forget her at Bacchus's tun. 


Yet why this reſolve to relinquiſh the fair? 

Tis a folly with ſpirits like mine to deſpair ; 

For what mighty charms can be found in a glaſs, 
I not fill'd to the health of ſome favourite laſs ? 


fe, 


ore, 


"Tis woman whoſe charms ev'ry rapture impart, 
And lend a new ſpring to the pulſe of the heart: 
The miſer himſelf (ſo ſupreme is her ſway) 

Grows a convert to love, and reſigns her his key, 


At the ſound of her voice, Sorrow lifts up her head, 
And Poverty liſtens well pleas'd from her ſhed ; 
While Age, in an extacy, hobbling along, 

Beats time with his crutch to the tune of her ſong. 


'Then 


She 
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Then bring me a goblet from Bacchus's hoard, 
The largeſt and deepeſt, that ſtands on the board; 
III ll up a brimmer, and drink to the fair; 
"Tis the toaſt of a lover, and pledge me who dare, 


And now 
(The 2 
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To paſ 
The bonn 
The lat 


2 


— 


SONG 154. The HAPPY MEETINc. 


Along the banks of Tweed; 

A bonny Jafs as ever was, 
Came tripping o'er the mead : 

The hearty ſwain, untaught to feign, 
The buxom nymph ſurvey'd ; 

And full of glee, as lad could be, 
Beſpake the pretty maid. 


Dear lafly, tell, why by thine ſel 
Thou haſt'ly wand'reſt here ? 
My ewes, ſhe cry'd, are ſtraying wide; 
Can'ſt tell me, laddy, where? 
To town iſe hie, he made reply, 
Some muck le ſport to ſee ; 
But thou'rt ſo ſweet, ſo trim and neat, 
| Ie ſeek the ewes with thee. 


She gin her hand, nor made a ſtand, 
But lik'd the youths intent; 


O'er hill and dale, o'er plain and vale, 


Right merrily they went : 


The birds ſang ſweet the pair to greet, 


And flowers bloom'd around ; 
And as they walk'd, of love they talk'd, 
And joys which lovers crown d. 
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And now the ſun had roſe to noon, 
(The zenith of his pow'r) | 

When to a ſhade their ſteps they made, 
To paſs the mid-day hour: 

The bonny lad row'd, in his plaid, 
The laſs who ſcorn'd to frawn ; 

the ſoon forgot the ewes ſhe ſaught, 
And he to gang to town. 
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SONG 154. 


NE Midfi ammer morning, when nature look'd 


ay, 

The birds fal bo ſong, and the Rocks full of play; 
When earth feem'd to anſwer the ſmiles from 

above, 

And all things proclaim'd it the ſeaſon of love ; 
My mother cry'd, Nancy, come haſte to the mill; 
If the corn be not ground you may ſcold if you 
i will, 


he freedom to uſe my tongue pleas'd me, no 
doubt; 

\ woman, alas! would be nothing without: 

I went tow'rds the mill without any delay, 

nd conn'd o'er the words I determin'd to ſay: 
But when I came near it, I found it ſtock ſtill; 
leſs my ſtars now! cry'd I, huff them rarely I 
will. 


ne miller to market that inſtant was gone; 

he work it was left to the care of his ſon : 

ow, though I can ſcold as well as any one can, 
thought *rwould be wrong to ſcold the young 
man: 
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J ſaid, I'm ſurpriz'd you can uſe me ſo ill, 
I muſt have my corn ground, I muſt, and I will, 
Sweet maid, cry'd the youth the fault is ot on 


mie, he wins t 


No corn in the town I'd grind ſooner than thine: And 

There's no one more ready in pleaſing the fair, irie beam 

The mill ſhall go merrily round, I declare. Whil 

But E the birds ſing, and fee how they W.: Sally”: 
1 . 

L muſt have a kiſs firſt, I muſt, and I will, = 

When fror 

My corn being done, I tow'rds home bent a Illum 

way; | er preſen 

He whiſper'd he'd ſomething of moment to ſay; With 

Inſiſted to hand me along the green mead, 6 

irds 


And 1 * "_—_ he lov'd me, indeed, and its 
| eed | 

And that he'd be conſtant, and true to me ſtill: 
And —_ that time I've lik'd him, and like hin 


To bi 

I often ſay, mother, the miller I'll huff: mimi 
She laughs, and cries, go, girl, aye, plague hun The 
enough 3 The fannir 

And ſcarce a day paſſes but, by her deſire, While 
I geta ſly kiſs from the youth I admire. Pd every 


If wedlock he wiſhes, his wiſh I'Il fulfil, I but. 


And Pll anſwer, O yes! with a hearty good · vil 


8 ON 


( 205 ] 
SONG 155, 


O nymph that trips the verdant plains, 
With Sally can compare; 
dne wins the hearts of all the ſwains 
And rivals all the fair: 
The beams of Sol delight and chear, 
While ſummer ſeaſons roll ; 
But Sally's ſmiles can all the year 
Give pleaſure to the ſoul. 


When from the Eaſt the morning ray 
Illumes the world below, 

er preſence bids the god of day 
With emulation glow : 

re beauties deck the painted ground, 
Birds ſweeter notes prepare ; 

The playful lambkins ſkip around, 

And hail their ſiſter fair. 


The lark but ſtrains his livid throat, 

To bid the maid rejoice, 

Ind mimicks, while he ſwells his note, 

The ſweetneſs of her voice : 

The fanning zephyrs round her play, 
While Flora ſheds perfume, 

ind every flow'ret ſeems to ſay, 


I but for Sally bloom. 
The am'rous youths her charms proclaim, 


From morn to eve their tale ; 
er beauty and unſpotted fame 

Make vocal every vale; 
he ſtream meand' ring thro? the mead, 

Her echo'd name canveys ; 
ind ev'ry voice, and ey'ry reed, 
Is tun'd to Sally's praiſe, 
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No more ſhall blithſome laſs and ſwain 
To mirthful wake reſort, 

Nor ev'ry May-morn on the plain 
Advance in rural ſport : 

No more ſhall guſh the purling rill, 
Nor muſic wake the grove, 

Nor flocks look ſnow-like on the hill, 
When | forget to love. 


SONG 156. 
The DusT-Carrt, A favourite Cantata, 


RECITATIVE. 


S tink'ring Tom thro” ſtreets his trade did 
cry, | 
He ſaw his —. Sylvia paſſing by; 
In duſt- cart high advanc'd the nymph was placd, 
With the rich cinders round her lovely waiſt: 
Tom with up- lifted hands th* occaſion bleſt, 
And thus, in ſoothing ſtrains, the maid addreſ. 


AIX. 


O Sylvia, while you drive your cart, 
To pick up duſt, you ſteal our hearts, 
'You take up duſt, and ſteal our hearts: 
That mine is gone, alas! is true, 
And dwells among the duſt with you, 
And dwells among the duſt with you: 
Ah! lovely Sylvia, eaſe my pain; 
Give me my heart, you ſtole, again: 
Give me my heart, out of your cart ; 
Give me my heart, you ftole, again. E 
zei- 


Celyia, ad) 
Exulting r 
Che heav'd 
And look“ 
To Tom ſ 
And then, 


Shall 
Be by 
Amb! 
The 
And 

Shall 
And 


Shall 


HI 


Abroad o 
| find tha 
That you 


m 
Sing B 
Balinai 
m 


Since the 
1 lleep all 


Eci 
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REeciTATIVE. 


celvia, advanc'd above the rabble rout, ' 

Exulting roll'd her ſparkling eyes about; 

che hear'd her ſwelling breaſt, as black as ſloe, 
And look'd diſdain on little folks below: 

To Tom ſhe nodded, as the cart drove on, 


And then, reſolv'd to ſpeak, ſhe cry'd, Stop, John. 


Alx. 


Shall T, who ride above the reſt, 

Be by a paltry croud oppreſt? 
Ambition now my ſoul does fire; 

The youths ſhall languiſh and admire, 
And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 
Shall long to ride in my duit-cart, 
And ev'ry girl, with anxious heart, 
Shall long to ride in iny duſt-cart. 


SON G 157. 


HEREVER I'm going, and all the day 
long, 

Abroad or at home, or alone in a throng, 

| find that my paſſion's ſo lively and ſtrong, 

That your name, when I'm filent, runs ſtill in 
my ſong, | 

ding Balinamone ora, Balinamone ora, . 

Balinamone ora, a kiſs of your ſweet lips for 

me. 


vince the firſt time I ſaw you I take no repoſe; 
ſleep all the day to forget half my woes: FR. 
8 2 
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So hot is the flame in my boſom. which gloys, 


By St. Patrick I fear it will burn thro? 1 She ſings 1 


Again, I c 


; clothes. 2 T kiſs her 
Sing Balinamone ora, Balinamone ora, But ſay no 
Vour pretty black. hair for me. dat ſay, & 


In my conſcience, I fear I ſhall die in my grave, 
Unleſs you comply, and poor Phelim will ſhare, 
And grant the petition your lover does crave, 
Who never was free till you made him your ſlay, 
Sing Balinamone ora, Balinamone ora, ; 


Your pretty black eyes for me. 


She tells n 
chide her 
y ſhould 
Vho know 
Vho know 


rom beau 
Should pru 
hy bount 
and let m 
nd let mi 


On that happy day, when I make you my bride, 
With a ſwinging long ſword, how P11 ſtrut at 
III ftride ! 
In a coach and fix horſes with honey Pl! ride, 
As before you I walk to the church by your fide 
Sing Balinamone ora, Balinamone ora, 
Your little white fiſt for me. 


SON 


— * 


SONG 158. AYS D 

D Reve 

HAT Jenny's my friend, my delight, a Reve 

| my pride : ell, wha 

I always have boaſted, and ſeek not to hide: rie 

I dwell on her praiſes wherever I go; I can bu 

They fay Pm in love, but I anſwer, No, no. Ican bu 
They ſay I'm in love, but I anſwer, No, no. 

duppoſe I 

At evning oft-times, with what pleaſure I ſee Say, wo 

A note from her hand, I'll be with you at te! day, wo 

My heart how it bounds when J hear her belo Herd bleſs 

But ſay not *tis love, for I anſwer, No, no; I can bu 

But ſay, &c. can by 


We 


209 J 
She ſings me a ſong, and I echo its ſtrain; 
Again, I cry, Jenny, ſweet Jenny, again: 
T kiſs her ſweet lips, as if there I could grow; 
But ſay not 'tis love, for I anſwer, No, no, 


ut jay, &c. 


ö, 
* my 


Che tells me her faults, as ſhe fits on my knee: 
chide her, and ſwear ſhe's an angel to me: 

ly ſhoulder ſhe taps, and till bids me think o ; 
Vho knows but ſhe loves, tho' ſhe anſwers, No, no ? 
Vho knows, &c. 


rom beauty and wit, and good-humour, how I, 
Should prudence adviſe, and compel me to fly : 
hy bounty, O Fortune, make haſte to beſtow, 
and let me deſerve her, or ſtill P11 ſay, No; 

nd let me deſerve her, or ſtill PII ſay, No. 


em 


” nate, us 


SONG 159. The Arca Denial. 


AYS Damon to Phillis, ſuppoſe my fond eyes 
O Reveal with what ardour I glow, 
Reveal with what ardour I glow ; 
ell, what if they do ? there's no harm ſure, ſhe 
cries z | 
I can but deny you, you know, you know; 
I can but deny you, you know. 


\ 4nd 


puppoſe I ſhould aſk of thoſe lips a ſweet kiſs, 
day, would you the favour beſtow ? 

day, would you the favour beſtow ? | 
ord bleſs me ! ſaid ſhe, what a queſtion is this ! 
I can but deny you, you know, you know 3 
can but deny you, you know. 


S.3 Sup- 


[ 2ro } 

Suppoſe, not contented, I ſtill afk for more, 
For pleaſure from pleafure will grow, 
For pleaſure from pleaſure will grow ? 

Suppoſe what you will, ſhe reply'd as before, 
1 can but deny you, you know, you know; 


I can but deny you, you know. 


Come then, my dear love, to the wood let's repair 
Cry'd Damon, and offer*d to go; 
Cry'd Damon, and offer'd to go: 

No, no, with a bluſh, anſwer'd Phillis, for there 
I could not deny you, you know, you know: 
I could not deny you, you know. 


SON G 160. 
CyYmox and JÞHIGEXIA, A Cantata, 


ReciTaTIVE. 
EAR a thick grove, whoſe deep embow'rig 


ſhade 
Secin'd moſt for love and contemplation made, 
A cryſtal ſtream with gentle murmurs flows, 
Whoſe flow'ry banks are form'd for foft repoſe: 
Thither retir'd from Phœbus' ſultry ray, 

And lull'd in ſleep, fair Iphigenia Iay. 

Cymon a clown, who never dreamt of love, 
By chance was ſtumping to the neighb'ring grove; 
He trudg'd along, unknowing what he fought, 
And whiſtled as he went, for want of — 
But when he firſt beheld the fleeping mand, 
He gapꝰd he ſtar d her lovely form furvey'd ; 
And vhite with artleſs voice he ſweetly ſung, 
Beauty and nature thus inſorm'd his tongue. 


An 


She wake 

ſta 
Down fall 
Bright exc 
Where ho 
Half-rais'c 
Oh, Cymc 
Thy hone; 


[Purſue thy 
be clow: 


But thus v 


Thy jet 
In want 
Thy 
Thy 
Thy ſw 
And tay 
I die 
I die 


Amaz'd, f 
The form 


n. 


6. 08 3 
Aix. 
The ſtream that glides in murmurs by, 
Whoſe glaſſy botom ſhews the ſky, 
Completes the rurat ſcene, 
Completes the rural ſcene ; 
But in thy boſom, charming maid, 
All heav'n it ſelf is ſure diſplay'd, 
Too lovely Iphigene, 
Too lovely Iphigene. 


RegeciTATIVE. 


he how. 0 ſtarts— poor Cymon trembling 
ands ; 

Down falls the ſtaff from his unnerved hands : 

Bright excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all fear; 

Where honour's preſent, ſure no danger's near. 

Half-rais'd, with gentle accent, ſhe replies, 

Oh, Cymon ! if 'tis you, IL need not riſe; 

Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain : 

Purſue thy way, and let me ſleep again, 


W The clown, tranſported, was not filent long, 


But thus with extacy purſu'd his fong : 


A 1 Rk 


Thy jetty locks, that careleſs break, 
In wanton ringlets, down thy neck; 
Thy love-inſpiring mien, 
Thy love-infpiring mein; 
Thy ſwelling boſom, ſkin of ſnow, 
And taper ſhape, inchant me ſo, 
I die for Iphigene, 
[die for Iphigene. 


- RECITATIVE. 


Amaz'd, the liſtens, nor can trace from whence 
The former clod is thus inſpir'd with ſenſe : 


She gazes— finds him comely, tall, and ſtrait, 
And thinks he might improve his aukward gait; 
Bids him be ſecret, and next day attend, 

At the ſame hour, to meet his faithful friend. 


1 


One kind 
So earn 
Tlet him 
And wi 


Thus mighty love cou'd teach a clown to plead; 


And nature's language ſureſt will ſucceed, 


. 


Love's a pure, a ſacred fire, 


Kindling gentle, chaſte deſire; 


Love can rage itſelf controul, 


And elevate, and elevate the human ſoul: 
Depriv'd of that, our wretched ſtate 

Had made our lives of too long date; 
But bleſt with beauty, and with love, 
Bleſt with beauty, and with love, 

We taſte what an 


What angels do above. 


els do above, 


5 


ORE bright the ſun began to dawn, 
The merry birds to ſing, 
And flow'rets dappled o'er the lawn, 


SONG 


In all the pride of ſpring, 


When for a wreath young Damon ſtray'd, 
And ſmiling to me brought it ; 

Take this be cry'd my deareſt maid, 

, aye, who'd have thoughtit? 


And who 


I bluſh'd, the preſent to receive, 


And thank'd him o'er and o'er ; 
When ſoft he ſigh'd, bright fair, forgive, 


I muſt have ſomething more: 


161. 


A ſwain t 
No nyn 
A ſecret f 
And flu 
Twas lov 
From h 
Twas ſtrz 


And wðl 


Hark! H 
Let us, 
We inſtan 
And bo 
And ever 
As mut 
We fondl 
And wh 


1 2g ] 
One kind ſweet kiſs will pay me beſt, 
So earneſtly he ſought it; 
[let him take 1t, I proteſt, ag: 
And who—— aye, who'd have thought it ? 


A ſwain that woo'd with ſo much art, 
No nymph could long diſdain ; 
A ſecret flame ſoon touch'd my heart, 
And fluſh'd thro? ev'ry vein: 
Twas love inſpir'd the pleaſing change, 
From his, my boſom caught it; 
Twas ſtrange indeed, *twas paſling ſtrange, 
And h, aye, who'd have thought it? 


Hark! Hymen calls, the ſhepherd cry'd; 
Let us, my dear, comply: 
We inſtant went, with love our guide, 
And bound the nuptial tie: 
And ever ſince that happy day, 
As mutual warmth has taught it, 
We fondly kiſs, and ſport — play, 
And who —, aye, who'd have thought it? 


n.... 


— 


The Union of Lovs and WI XE. 
7ITH women and wine I defy ev'ry care, 


For life without theſe is a bubble of air ; 
For life without theſe, &c. | | 


Each helping the other, in pleaſure I roll, 
And a new flow of ſpirits enlivens my ſoul ; 
Lach helping the other, &c. 
)ne Let 
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( 214 J 
Let grave ſober mortals my maxims condemn, 
I never ſhall alter my conduct for them; 
I care not how much they my meaſures decline, 


Let 'em have their own humour, and I will hav 


mine, 


Wine prudently us'd will our ſenſes improve, 
"Tis the ſpring-tide of life, and the fuel of love; 
For Venus ne'er look'd with a fmile ſo divine, 


As when Mars bound his head with a branch fron 


the vine. 


Then come, my dear charmer, thou nymph half 
divine, 

Firſt pledge me with kiſſes, next pledge me yu 
wine; 

Then giving and taking, in mutual return, 

The torch of our loves will eternally burn. 


But ſhould'ſt thou my paſſion for wine diſapprove, 
My bumper Þ11 quit to be bleſt with thy love; 
For rather than forfeit the joys of my laſs, 
My bottle P11 break, and demoliſh my glaſs, 


— 


SONG 163, Cross PURPOSES, 


OM loves Mary paſſing well, 
And Mary ſhe loves Harry ; 
But Harry ſighs for bonny Bell, 
And finds his love miſcarry; 
For bonny Bell for Thomas = 
While Mary lights his paſſion : 
So ſtrangely freakiſh are the turns 
Of human inclination. 


Moll 


LEX 


Has often 
[ think he 


But gy | 


2 I. | 
Moll gave Hal a wreath of flow'rs, 
Which he in am'rous folly, 
Conſign'd to Bell, and in few hours 
It came again to Molly : 
Thus all by turns are woo'd and woo, 
No turtles can be truer ; 
Each loves the object they purſue, 
But hates the kind purſuer. 


As much as Mary, Thomas grieves, 
Proud Hal deſpiſes Mary; 

And all the flouts which Bell receives 
From Tom, ſhe vents on Harry : 

If one of all the four has frown'd, 
You ne'er ſaw people 333 8 

If one has ſmil'd, it catches round, 
And all are in good humour. 


Then, lovers, hence this leſſon learn, 
Throughout the Britiſh nation; 

How much *tis ev'ry one's concern 
To ſmile at reformation, 

And ſtill, thro? life, this rule purſue, 
Whatever objects ſtrike you, 

Be kind to them that fancy you, 

That thoſe you love may like you. 


OO 


— 


8 O NG 164. 
13 a ſhepherd, young, conſtant and 
ind, 


Has often declar'd I'm the nymph to his mind: 
| think he's ſincere, and he will not deceive ; 


But they tell me a maid ſhould with caution 


lieve. 
Moll He 


* 7 >. G4 + 
FF mw 3g: 


pay 

WV * * — — 

» = 2 * » 

7 . 3 
2 


* — —— P 
7 


* — 29 EF "+38 WS" x 
a — +5 8 8 
** ö 3 HS. 


1886 } 
He brought me this roſe that you ſee in my bref; 
He begg'd me to take it, and figh'd out the ret; 
I cou'd not do leſs than the favour receive; 
And he thinks it now ſweeter, I really believe, 


This flow'ret, he cry'd, reads a leſſon to you: 

How bright, and how lovely, it ſeems to the yiey! 

*Twould fade if not pluck'd, as your ſenſe mul 
conceive 

I was forc'd to deny what I really believe. 


My flocks he attends : if they ſtray from the 


plain, 


Alexis is ſure ev'ry ſheep to 


regain 
Then begs, a dear kiſs for his — PIl give; 
And I ne'er ſhall refuſe him, I really believe. 


He plays on his pipe while he watches my eyes, 
To read the ſoft wiſhes we're taught to diſguiſe; 


And tells me ſweet ſtores from morning to eve; 
Then he ſwears that he loves, which I realy 


believe. 


An old maid I once was determin'd to die; 
But that was before Þ'd this ſwain in my eye: 
And as ſoon as he aſks me his pain to relieve, 
With joy I ſhall wed him, I really believe. 


— — 
9 I "I * 1 * 
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SONG 165. 


E that a cuckold is, let it not grieve him; 
For in his wants there is one torelieve lin: 

He may fleep quietly when his wife's waking, 
And may be free from care, void of rain 


And his c 
Cæſar and 


The capta 
While his 
Star-gazin 
While the 
Yet his co 
Cæſar and 


The merc 
What tho 
Vet, if he 
His wife 1 
But his co 
Cæſar anc 


The great 
Often reti 
And thou 
She will f 
Yet his cc 
Cæſar anc 


The great 
Need not 
For, if tis 
The city- 
Yet his cc 
Cæſar an- 


While the 
Telling t 
Some one 
Heedleſs 6 
Vet his ce 
Ceſar an- 


( 217 ] 
And his condition 1s not to be ſcorned, 
Czar and Pompey were both of them Horned. 


The captain upon' the ſea prays for fair weather, 
While his wife and his mate fail both together; 
Star-gazing on her back, at the moon's motion, 
While the poor cuckold is at his devotion 

Yet his condition is not to be ſcorned, 

Cæſar and Pompey were both of them horned. 


The merchant upon the ſea ſearching for treaſute, 
What tho' his merchandize be out of meaſure ; 
Yet, if he kiſs a girl, while he 15 ranging, 

His wife repays him, a bill of exchange, in: 

But his condition is not to be ſcorned, 

Cæſar and Pompey were both of them horned. 


The greateſt lawyer, that ever was ſent us, 
Often returns his wife, Nox eff inventus; 

And though he never ſo wiſe in his place is, 
She will ill find that a flaw in his caſe is: 

Yet his condition is not to be ſcorned, 

Cziar and Pompey were both of them horned. 


The greateſt ſtateſman, that e'er was applauded, 
Need not to laugh at a citizen horned ; 

For, if 'tis true, as in ancient relations, 

The city-dames ſtill obey the court-faſhions': 
Yet his condition is not to be ſcorned, | 
Cxſar and Pompey were both of them horned. 


While the poor parſon with zeal is expounding, 
Telling the people their fins are abounding; 
Some one, perhaps, pays his tithes to his wife, 
eedleſs of rules for amendment of life: 
Yet his condition is not to be ſcorned, 
Crſar and Pompey were both of them — 
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You that are cuckolds, let this be your comfort, 
There are few others between this and Rumford: 
Brethren all in a row, thake hands together, 
And never diſdain to wear the bulls feather; 
For your condition 1s not to be ſcorned, 
Cæſar and Pompey were both of them horned, 


SONG 166. 


By Mr. Greorcs ALEXANDER STEveNs, 
Tune: By Joe DI be free. 
# Had I love you, yet think not my judgment 


ſo weak, [cheek ; 

To doat on your waiſt, or your roſe-dimpled 

The black curling locks which your white neck 
inlay, | 

Your love-pouring lips, or your eye-darting ray : 


*T'is not for thoſe charms which ſo common are | 


ſeen, 
*'Tis ſomewhat more ſecret, but ge what Imean, 


Platonics, corporeal embraces diſdain, 

Their mental enjoyments no paſſion profane ; 

The mind of a miſtreſs perhaps may enchant, 

Yet ſtill fleſh and blood will meer fieſh and blood 
want : 

Each ſex ſighs for more than to ſee and be feen; 

What more is't they ſigh for? why— gugſt what 


TI mean. 


Can a dinner's warm fieam fill the hungry with 
chear ? 


Or the ſight of a bank dry up Foverty's tear 0 ; 
= e 
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The jingling of guineas, or fame of a feaſt, 
They care not to hear of, unleſs they cou'd taſte : 
'Tis thus with the lover, not what he has ſeen, 
But what he can taſte of, that's —gue/s what I mean. 


We wiſe ſeeming mortals, five ſenſes retain 

In the pay of the will, to be pimps to the brain 3 

One ſenſe, like the ſerpent, devours all the reſt, 

As man's moſt inclin'd to hear, ſee, ſmell or taſte; 

But to touch is the point——yet PII not be ob- 
ſcene, | 

For to touch is no more than to—gueſs what I 


means 


How ſweet the ſenſation ! how thrilling the bliſs, 

When breaſt joining breaſt, we blend ſouls in a 
kiſs : 

All madneſs the lover, the fair all delight, 

Ev'ry ſenſe then in one they extatic unite : 

What's that ſenſe of all ſenſes ? why—here drops 
the ſcene, 

'Tis ſomething that's certain, but—gue/7 what [ 


Mean. 


7— 


SONG 167. Horez. A Paſtoral. 


Y Banks are all furniſh'd with bees, 
Whoſe murmur invites one to ſleep ; 
My grotto's are ſhaded with trees, 
And my hills are white-over with ſheep ; 
| ſeldom have met with a loſs, 
Such health do my fountains be & ow; 
My fountains all border'd with moſs, 
Where the hare-bells and violets gro w, 
Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 
T3 I 
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J have 04 out a gift for my fair, 


_ I have found where the wood-pigeons breed 


But let me that plunder forbear ; ; 
"She'll ay twas a barharous; deed, 
For he ne'er could be true, ſhe averr'd, 
Who could rob a poor bird of its young; 
1 loy'd her the more when I beard 
Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue, 
"Such tenderneſs, &c. 


But where does my Phyllida ſtray? 

And where are her grots and her bow'rs ? 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 
And the ſhepherds as gentle, as ours? 
'Fhe: groves may perhaps be as fair, 

\nd the face of the valleys as fine: 
The ſwains may in manners compare, 
But their loye 15 not equal to mine, 
But their love is not equal to mine. 


a ˙C⅜,0jsC 4 8 
SONG 169. 


E breed came forth frac the barn, 
1 And the was dighting her checks; 
How can I be married to-day, : 
That ha? neither blankets, ne ſheets ? 
That ha' neither. blankets, ne ſheets, 
And wants à covering too? 
The breed that has aw things to borrow, 
Has e'en reet muckle to do. 
Wao'd and marry'd and aw, 
Marry 'd and wee'd and dab; 
And was ſhe ni very wel off, 


To be auoo'd and jnarry'd and aw ? 
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What is the matter? quoth Wolly, 

Though we be ſcant o'claiths, 
We's creep the claiſer together, 

And drive away the fleas. 
The ſummer is coming on, | 

And we's get pickles a woo ; | 
We's fee a laſs of our ain, 

And ſhe'll ſpin blankets enow. 

Mood and marry d, &c. 


Then up ſpake the breed's mother, 
The deel ſtick a this preed ! 
[ had ne a plack in my pocket, 
The day I was made aw breed. 
My gown was linſy-winſey, 
And ne'er a fark at aw ; 
And you ha* gowns and buſkins, 
Mair than ane or twa. 
Mood and marry'd, Tc. 


Then up ſpake the breed's fether, 
As he came in frae the plough : 

Hawd your tongue, my daughter, 
And ye'ſe get geer enough; 

The ſtirk that gaus in the tether, 
And our brawd baſſen yade, 

Io lade your corn in harveſt : 

What wad you ha? you jade? 
Wio'd and marry'd, &c. 


Then up ſpake the breed's brother, 
As he came hame frae the kye: 
Wolly wou'd ne'er ha' had you, 
Had he known you, as weel as 1; 
For you're baith proud, and ſaucy, 
Ne fit tor a pure man's wife ; 


Vhat 
v Gin 
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* Gin I ne'er ha? a better than you, or think 
. I'ſe ne'er ha' ane in my life. | Vith ſucc: 
A Mood and marry'd, c. * 
ö | Then up ſpake the breed's ſiſter, —_ 
"Is As ſhe ſat down by the fire: 15 the ſits 
8 O gin I married to-neet, The fiſh, v 
5 Tis aw that I'd deſire: And why f 
5 But I, pure girl, muſt live ſingle, bach truth 
| And do the beſt I can; he ſhephi 
| I did na' care what came o' me, ries, theſe 
4 So I had but a gude man. but myrtle 
1 Moc d and marry'd and aw, dhew the 
1 Marry'd and woo'd and agb: Ka 


And aas foe not very weel off, 
To be woo'd and marry'd and aw? 
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SONG 170. Loyzxx Kare. 


N 2 N A . 


DHLLI 


To T Windfor, where Thame glides ſo ſmoothly WI Who. 
1 A along, ARTS Fa fe aue 
2 Laves the wiſh of my heart, the dear girl of my g: lone in f 
©2008 Her name all the day I with raptures repeat, erhaps yc 
ben diet when the tephends bur talk gf ar 0 
_ ate, 

* When wy fair one is by, the whole village is gay; dare not 

. For tis ſhe, not the ſun, that enlivens the day; DF 

wy The lads are all happy when round her they wait e w a 

a= And the laſſes learn beauty by watching my Kate, (ſe*"*15 w 

RI ell, and 

* Should I join the pale lily, or bluſh-painted role, Ne know 
1 2 And with pinks and ſweet woodbines a garlud Perhaps ye 

5 compoſe, _ 8 dare not 
3 More lovely to fight are her looks, and more ſweet Wl 
: | Is the fragrance, that dwells on the lips of my Kate e fair on 
My Huſh, huſh, ye vain warblers, no more croud th here's nc 
« | + EE-5, ſpray, Nat 
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or think to delight with your love-tiven'd lay; 
Vith ſucceſs each may tune the ſhrill note to hi 
mate, 


gut your notes are all harſh to the voice of my Kate. 


\« the fits on the banks by the fide of a fiream, 
The fiſh, without fear, feed and play to the brim ; 
and why ſhould they not, they can think no deceit, 
zuch truth is confeſt in the looks of my Kate ? 

he ſhepherds bring poſies of flowers, but the maid 
'rics, theſe are but emblems, that I teo muſt fade: 
ut myrtles I'll bring, and in their happy date, 
dew the unfading charms of the mind of my 
Kate. 


f | 
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SONG 171. 


DHLLIs, to whom none dare be rude, 

{ Whoſe modeſt looks conceald the prude, 
by chance was ſeen, the other day, 

None in ſhady groves to ſtray : 

eerhaps you'll aſk what ſhe was at, 


dare not tell, but mum for that, mum for that, 
mum for that, | 

* dare not tell, but mum for that. 
_ he ſaw a lovely youth appear, 
7 ate, ea.leſs where virgins ought to fear, 

ell, and what then, ſuppoſe ſhe did, 
role, e know that ſcandal's apt to fib, 
land Perhaps you'll aſk what they were at, 

dare not tell, but mum for that. 
ſweet 
Cate. e fair ones let this inſtance prove, 


here's no concealing lawleſs love ; 
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In ſecret lurks the buſy ſpy, 
Nay trees have oft an unſeen eye ; 
Would you conceal what you'd be at, 
Be more reſerv'd, but mum for that. 


Since Love muſt then each boſom rule, 
His precepts learn from virtue's ſchool, 
Let wedlock authorize the youth, 

Who burns with honour and with truth; 
And ſhould you aſk, what he'd be at ? 

J dare not tell, but mum for that. 


— 


SONG 172. 


18 Damon perceiving Flirtilla paſs by, 
Like lightning to kiſs her he flew, 

But ſhe with a ſtruggle and frown, made reply, 
I vow I'll cry out if you do. 

But ſhe with a ſtruggle and frown, made reply, 
I vow Pl cry out if you do. 


For ſhould my mamma, who 1s in the next room, 
But hear you, ſhe'll cauſe you to rue, 

She'll forbid you the houſe, then do not preſume, 
I vow PII cry out if you do. 


But Damon was not to be terrify'd fo, 
All women love kifling he knew; 

When he offer'd again, *twas pray let me go, 
I vow Pl cry out if you do. 


The youth by reſiſtance, was ſtill more inflam'd, 
And kiſſes he ſtole not a few; | 
This rudeneſs forbear, ſir, ſhe ſoftly exclaim'd, 

I vow I'll cry out. if you do. 


Thus 


Thus fluſh 


The reſc 


But ſtill ſn. 


L vow 171 


Then Dam 


And ſoo 


She ſigh'd ; 


Iwill nc 


SO; 
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My heart 
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And {wore 
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In anger, 
And go tc 
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Thus fluſh'd with ſucceſs, like a woman at whiſt, 
The reſolute youth bolder grew, | 

But ill ſhe made anſwer, I will not be kiſs'd, 

[ yow I'll cry out if you do. 


Then Damon reſolv'd his laſt efforts to ſtrike, 
And ſoon made the damſel come to; 

She ſigh'd and reply*d, you may take what you like, 
I will not cry out if you do. 


———_—_— 
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SONG 173. Taz Conregss10N. 


Y the ſide of a ftream, at the foot of a hill, 
met with young Phœbe who lives at the 
mill. N 
My heart leap'd with joy at fo pleaſing a fight, 
For Phœbe, I vow, is my only delight. 


| told her my love, and ſat down by her fide, 

And ſwore the next morning l'd make her my 
bride; 

In anger, ſhe: ſaid, get you out of my ſight, 

Ard go to your Phillis, you met here laſt night. 


Surpriz d, I reply'd, pray explain what you mean, 
| never, 1 vow, with young Phillis was ſeen, 

Nor can I conceive what my Phœbe is at. 

O can't you, ſhe cry'd, well, I love you for that. 


day, did not you meet her laſt night on this ſpot ? 
0 Collin, O Collin, you can't have forgot, 

| heard the whole ory this morning from Mat; 
You ſtill may deny it, I love you for chat. 


Tis falſe, I reply*d, deareſt Phebe, believe; 
kor Mat is a rover, and means to deceive, 
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Come, come then, ſhe cry'd, if you mean to 
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You very well know he has ruin'd young Pat, 
And ſure, my dear charmer mult hate him for that 


An Op! 
kind, 

P11 own *twas to know the true ſtate of your mind, 

Tranſported I kiſs'd her, ſhe gave me a pat, 


I made her my wife, and ſhe loves me for that, QRITOD 


D The f 


— * day 
| it 
SONG 174. The Rover Reclain'd, . 
hat ſights 
Rambled about for a twelve- month, I voy, f coaches, 
In ſearch of a damſel for life; ho ſtreets, 
For roving perplex'd me, I could not tell how, Mo view his 
So ventured at laſt on a wife. | 
The girls of the town each rake muſt well knoy (0/ 
Imbitter the pleaſures of life, h! Lord ! 
For evils on evils will conſtantly flow, hon 
And make us all wiſh for a wife, nd old anc 
'tis v 
A miſtreſs, *tis true, who's youthtul and gay, o ſee the 
May ſweeten the troubles of life, arme 
And while ſhe is conſtant, drive ſorrow away; pomp ane 
But what is all this to a wife. | wate 
| d when, 
In wedlock alone true pleaſure we find, good 
To gild the rough paſlage thro? lite, ſhat pity 
Then chuſe out a laſs with a delicate mind, once 
And make the dear charmer a wife. Oh! Lo 
And you, O ve fair, be kind to the man, 
Who efforts to bleſs you for life, e buſtle © 
Be conſtant and trae, and as fond as you can} e mob di 
For theſe are the charms of a wife. ith haſten 


S ON 
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SONG 175. 


An Opt for the Lorp Maror's Dar. 


REciTATIVE. | 
JRITONS, attend; I ſing, in merry lay, 

D The feats atchiev'd upon a Lord-Mayor's 

day : 

hat ſt reite caught, what feeding when they dine, 
hat ſober citizens get drunk by nine: 

hat ſights are ſeen, what ratthng, fuſs and noiſe, 
f coaches, carts, men, women, girls, and boys, 
ho ſtreets, bulks, windows, tops of houſes throng, 
o view his lordſhip paſs in ſtate along. 


Alx. 


(Oh! Londos is a fine town, Qc. 9 
h! Lord Mayor's ſhow, ſo brave and gay, does 
honour to the city, | 

nd old and young, and rich and poor, muſt own 
'tis valtly pretty; 3 

0 ſee the gilded coach and fix, and man in 
armour ride, 

pomp and ſplendor, from Guildhall, unto the 
water-ſide. | | 

d when, in barges cloſely pent, ſuch plenty of 
good cheer, 

nat pity 'tis ſo fine a ſight ſhould come but 

once a year! 


On! Lord-Mayor's ſhow, ſo brave, &c. 
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73 


RERCITATIVE. 


e buſtle o'er, the cavalcade gone by, 

e mob diſpers'd, to dinner's all the cry. 

th haſten'd ſteps, as keeneſt hunger calls, 1 
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D 288- | 
The ſtarv'd mechanicks ſeek their diff rent hall 


At the full groaning board each takes his ſeat 
With brandiſh'd knife and fork, prepar'd to en 


AIR. 


(Ghoſts of ev'ry Occupation, Nc. ) 


Cits of ev'ry occupation, 
Ev'ry age and ev'ry ſtation, 
Parſons, juſtices of quorum, | 
All with napkins tuck'd before 'em, 
Preſs to have their plates fill'd firſt; 
With the victuals here ſuch work is, 
Snatching turtles, geeſe and turkies ! 
Hares with puddings in their bellies, 
Cheeſe-cakes, cuſtards, tarts and jellies, 
Bawling, ſwearing, 
Cutting, tearing, 
Sweating, puflingy - 
Licking, ſtuffing, 
Juſt as if they all would burſt, 


RECITATIVE, 
Their proweſs now in eating having prov'd, 
The diſhes empty'd, and the cloth remov'd; 
Again the table ſmiles with wine and ale, 
And toaſts and bumpers ev'ry where prevail, 
Some 17 ſome laugh, ſome ſmoak, ſome ſnoring 
ie, 
And ſome with jovial ſongs old care defy. 


Alx. 
Come hither, my country Squire, Cc.) 
Come fill the glaſs to the brink, 


Briſk wine ſoon away ſorrow drives; 
Like cowards ne'er ſhrink, but valiantly drink, 
Confuſion to bailiffs and wives. 


CHORUS. 
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Cu os us. 
uch Healing, ſuch /moking, and joking, 
Such guxxling here you ſce; 
The buck and furr A gown together fit down, 
Aud all are good company. 
To enjoy life while we may, 
Fu prove from the ſeriptures is right; 
01d Lot us'd, they ſay, to fuddle all day, 
And lie with his doxy at night. 
Lach ſoaking, fach ſmoking, Ic. 


RECITATIVE., 
But ſoon the luſcious grape too potent grows, 
Mirth and good humour turn to words and-blows ; 
Now rogue and cuckold thro? the hall reſound, 
And wigs, and canes, and cravats, irewtheground; 
Till bright Aurora rears her roſy head, 
And bids the noiſy crew reel home to bed. 


AIR. 
(There was a jovial beggar, We. 1 


Let heroes both by land and fea, 
Their deeds in battle boaſt ; 
They only fame acquire now, 
Who eat and drink the moſt. 
Ther @ puttling awe will ge, wwildgge, will ge. 
ven @ getiling wwe will ge. 
In t: gry we are told of one, 
An os flew with his fiſt; 
Then at a meal he ate ham up; 
Gods ! what 2 glorious twilt ! 


Thee  oatthes, &c. 


f tnen good eatingꝰs fo renow nd, 
Be this each Bricon's s pray'r, 
God bleſs the court of Aldermen, 
The Sheriffs, and Lord Mayor. 
"bee a puttling they do go, 4. ge, . g. 
U SON 
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SONG 156. both 
By Mr. GeorGe ALEXANDER STEVERs, * — 
Fond father's bliſs is to number his race, * W 
And exult on the bloom that juſt buds d And W 
their face; 
With their prattle he'll daily himſelf entertain, by myrtle 
And read in their ſmiles their lov'd mother agi he roſe | 
Men of pleaſures, be mute; this is life's loch nd this 
view ; bre 
When we look on our young ones, our youth mt And W. 
renew. And WI 
Thus loving we live, and thus loving enjoy ; bf ribb 
+ No deceit here diſtracts, no debauches deſtroy ; y mothe; 
p From the May-morn of youth to winter's wit ye think 
8 age, : And W. 
4 Hand in hand with contentment we ſing e and wi; 
* life's ſtage; 

F N And when death bids us ſtop we end eaſy u eneath 2 + 
* ſong, ; law my 
In Then give the gods thanks that we've liv'd yel loo] 
1 ſo long. e aſc'd fe 
2 | And Wi 
* ſos . — And wi 
Is SONG 177. hen what 
< = When a lo; 
INCE jenny thinks mean her heart's love Thoſe fler 
| 3 deny, | And Wi! 
$5 And Peggy's uneaſy when Harry's not by; And Wi! 

+ Pl own, without bluſhing, were all the world 


by, 
That Will's the lad, the lad for me, 


That Willy's the lad, the lad for me. i 


1 231 J | 
He brought me a wreath which his hands did 
compoſe, | 


Where the dale-loving lily was twin'd with the 


we roſe ; 

oung myrtle in ſprigs did the border incloſe, 
r And Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 
ds a1 


And Willy's, &c. 


an, y myrtle, ſaid he, is my paſſion expreſs'd ; 
gan be roſe, like your lips, in vermilion is dreſs'd; 
loch na the lily for whiteneſs would vie with yo 


breaſt, | 
And Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 
And Willy's, &c. 


heſe ribbons of mine were his gift at the fair: 
mother look'd croſs, and cry'd, Fanny, beware! 
Vre think I regard her? Not I, I declare. 

And Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 

And Willy's, &c. 


jeneath a tall beech, and reclin'd on his crook, 

ſaw my young ſhepherd ; how ſweet was his 
ook ! | 

e aſk'd for one kiſs, but an hundred he took. 

And Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 

And Willy's, &c. 


hen what can I do? O inftru me, ye maids, 
When a lover ſo kindly, ſo warmly invades, 

"hoſe filence as much as his language perſuades. 
And Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 

And Willy's the lad, the lad for me. 


n 2 SONG 
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SONG 178. 
$ on Tay's banks I wander'd in ſearch of AY ] 
my fair, The 
How ſmooth was the ſtream ! aud how ſoft was the 

air! Id hear hi 
To nothing but thee {uch a ſcene I compare ; nd I'd of 
And thee it reſembles, dear Jenny. to 
The deep cryſtal wave was a type of thy face; ad I'd of 
J thought it io clear it might ſerve for thy glaſs, att Valen 
And the curls that were there for thy dimpla And broug 
might paſs : fla 
I vow'd 'twas the picture of Jenny. Oh! take 
Methought I took in all the charms of thy mind, ih 14 ha. 
To. virtue, to love, and to pity inclin'd, As 
The tender ſoft paſſions that feel no rude wind, een after, 
For calm is the boſom of Jenny. e prets d 
his 
All pleas'd with the proſpett, I wiſh'd the bright * tend, 
| maid elign'd 
Cou'd have ſeen her dear ſelf in this mirrordiſplay's celign'd, 

*Twas like her when laſt the ſweet girl I ſurveyd: t ch: 
＋ f is, v 
Like none it could be but my Jenny. dre 
But ſadden a tempeſt 1 ne'er ſaw before x . 
Made the billows ariſe, and the waves foam and Wy = 
roar 3 ae 
I thought that I ſcarcely was ſafe on the ſhore: * ders 
Ah, me ! even then it was Jenny. © 2a 
| PORE. ne'er was 
The ſame dreadful fight, when to ſpleen youre er was 
inclin'd, hen take, 
When to me you are croſs, and to others are kind: Me mutt a 
But never, dear girl, raiſe this ſtorm in your mind: mut a 
yi 


"Twill kill me, b-"eve me, dear Jenny. 
SONG 


of 
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AY Damon long ſtudy'd my heart to obtain, 
> The prettieſt young ſhepherd that pipes on 
the plain; | 
Id hear his ſoft tale, then declare *twas amiſs 
nd I'd often ſay No, often ſay No, when I long'd 
to ſay Yes, [to ſay Yes. 
ind I'd often ſay No, often ſay No, when I long'd 


Lal Valentine's day to our cottage he came, 
nd brought me two lambkins to witneſs his 
flame : [their fleece; 
Oh! take theſe, he cry'd, thou, more fair, than 
could hardly ſay No, tho* aſham'd to ſay Ves 
could hardly, &c. 


boon after, one morning, we ſat in the grove ; 
e prels'd my hand hard, and in ſighs breath'd 
his love; 
Then tenderly aſk'd, if I'd grant him a kiſs? 
deſign'd to've ſaid No, but miſtook, and ſaid 


deſign'd, &c. [ Yes. 
it this, with delight, his heart danc'd in his 
breaſt ; 


eGods! he cry'd, Chloe will now make me bleſt; 

ome, let's to the church, and ſhare conjugal 
bliſs : 

o prevent being teaz'd, I was forc'd to ſay Yes. 

0 prevent, &c. 


ne'er was ſo pleas'd with a word in my life; 

ne er was ſo happy as fince I'm a wife: 3 
hen take, ye young damſels, my counſel in this, 
ou muſt all die old maids, if you will not ſay Ves; 
ou muſt all die old maids, all die old maids, if 


you will not ſay Yes. 
U 3 SONG 
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80 NG 180. By Mr. Garnrrce, | 


NCE more Pl] tune the vocal ſhell, 
To hills and dales my PA: tell, 
A flame which time can never q 
But burns for thee, my Peggy: 
You, greater bards, the lyre ſhould hit; 
For ſay, what ſubject is more fit, 
Than to record the ſparkling wit 
And bloom of lovely Peggy ? 


The {un firſt rifing in the morn, 
That paints the dew-beſpangled thorn, 
Does not ſo much the day adorn, 
As does my lovely Peggy: 
And when in Thetis' lap to reſt, 
He ſtreaks with gold the ruddy weft, 
He's not ſo beauteous as, undreſt, 
Appears my lovely Peggy. 


When zephyr on the vi'let blows, 
Or breathes upon the damaſk roſe, 
It does not half the ſweets diſcloſe, 
As does my lovely Peggy: 8 
J ſtole a kiſs the other day, 
And (truſt me) nought but truth I ſay, 
The fragrance of the blooming May, 


Was not ſo ſweer as Peggy. 


Was ſhe arrav'd in ruſtic weed. 
With her the bleating Rocks I'd feed, 
And =p upon the o2ten reed, 
To pleaſe my lovely Peggy : 
With her 2 cottage would delight ; 
All's happy whem {he's in my ſight; 
But when ſhe's gone, tis endleſs night, 
All's dark without any Peggy. 
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nile bees from flow'r to flow'r ſtill rove, 
ind linnets wardle thro' the grove, 

r ſtately ſwans the waters love, 

80 long ſhall IL love Peggy: 

Ind, when death, with his pointed dart, 
gal frike the blow that rives my heart, 
words ſhall be when I depart, 

Adieu, my lovely Peggy 


1 


SONG 181. Nancy Dawsox. 


F all the girls in our town, 

The black, the fair, the red, the brown, 
io dance and prance it up and down, 
There's none like Nancy Dawſon : 
er eaſy mein, her ſhape ſo neat, 
he foots, ſhe trips, ſhe looks ſo ſweet, 
er every motion is complete; 

I tie for Nancy Dawſon. 


e how ſhe comes to give ſurprize, 
th joy and pleaſure in her eyes! 

o give delight ſhe always tries, 

So means my Nancy Dawſon : 

25 there no taſk t'obitrut the way, 
lo Shuter bold, nor houſe ſo gay, 
bet of fifty pounds [Il lay, 

That I gain'd Nancy Dawſon. 


e how the op'ra takes a run, 
ceeding Hamlet, Lear, or Lun, 
hough in it there would be no fun, 
Was't not for Nancy Dawſon. 
00 Beard and Brent charm ev'ry night, 
id female Peachum's juſtly right, 
50 Filen and Lockit pleaſe the fight, 
In crown'd by Nancy Dawſon, 50 


ile 


— 2 — Wet + = 
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.! 
See little Davy ſtrut and puff, 
Pox on the op'ra and ſuch ſtuff, 
My houſe is never full enough; 


bit ak thi 
Who m. 
f Ludgate 


A curſe on Nancy Dawſon, In vice « 
Tho? Garrick he has had his day, 
And forc'd the town his laws tabey, ince N — 
New Johnny Rich is come in play, And oth 


With help of Nancy Dawfon. 


— — 


SONG 182. The HIS of Loxpox. 


Tune : 8 rrawberry Hill. 


OME cry up famous Dowgate-Hill, 


For Cornhill ſome declare ; 


And ſome ſay that with Fiſh-ſtreet-hill, 


No dung-hill can compare: 
But aſk the brims of London town, 
Who know the hills full well; 
If Ludgate-hill, if Ludgate-hill, 


There's nc 
That de 
l, PEACE 
I with h 
ut Ludga 


Shall ev 


reat Mac 
As Shep 
is many þ 
As fo W. 
wn Sno! 
While t. 
uch heroe 


To bid 1 


Don't bear away the bell, 


Moll loves to tramp o'er 'Tower-hill, 
With Jack her ſun burnt mate ; 

And Nan prefers St, Mary*s-hill, 
*Cauſe near to Billingſpate : 


-- 
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165 But neither of the famous hills, The 
385 If blear- ey d Sue can tell, 8 X 

up From Ludgate-hill, from Ludgate-hill, O me 
PA Doth bear away the bell, Nor 
of | | yſelf for 
2 Let Southwark boaſt St. Marg'ret's-hill, rome 
1 With ſeſſions houſe ſo trim; * W do 
37 Or Clerkenwell or Saffron-hill, ad will ſi 
| I throw e 


With many a bunt and brim : 
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zut 2& the bullies, bawds, and whores, 
Who moſt in vice excel, 

Ludgate-hill, if Ludgate- hill, 

In vice don't bear the bell 


ce e ſang of Strawberry-hill, 
And other hills all round; 

ſhere's not a hill, among them all, 
That does his preife reſound, 

, peace be to his flummery, 

I with him vaſtly well; 

ut Ludgate-kill, but Ludgate- hill, 
Shall ever bear the bell. 


reat Maclane went up Holborn-hill, 
As Sheppard did of yore, 

Is many have done before and fince, 

As fo will thouſands more. 

wn Snow-hill, ſo up Holborn-hill, 

While tolls St. Pulcher's bell ; 

uch heroes go, in diſmal woe, 

To bid the world farewel. 


g — 
i 
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SONG 183. 
The Lass with the GoLpen Locks. 


O more of my Harriot, of Polly no more, 
Nor all the bright beauties that charm'd me 
ylelf for a ſlave to gay Venus I've ſold, before; 
uud barter'd my freedom for ringlets of gold; 
throw down my pipe, and neglect all my flocks, 
and will fing of the laſs with her golden locks. 
I throw down my pipe, &kce. 
But Tho? 


| n 

Tho? o'er her white forehead the gilt treſles floy, 
Like the rays of the ſun on a hillock of ſnow, 

Such, painters of old drew the queen of the fair 

"Twas the taſte of the ancients, tis claſſical hair; 

And tho? witlings may ſcoff, and tho” railley 


mocks, | 
Yet I'll fing of the laſs with her golden locks, 


Than the ſwan in the brook ſhe's more dear u 
my ſight : | 8 
Her mein is more ſtately, her breaſt is more white 
Her lips are like rubies, all rubies above, 
And are fit for the pleaſure and language of love: 
At the park in the mall; at the play in the box, 
My laſs bears the bell with her golden locks. 


Her beautiful eyes as they roll or they flow, 
Shall be glad for my joy, or ſhall weep for my woe; 
She ſhall eaſe my fond heart and ſhe'll ſooth ny 

ſoft pain, _ 
While thouſands of rivals are fighing in vain, 
Let r* rail at the fruit they can't reach, like the 
X, 
While I have the laſs with her golden locks, 
Let them rail, &c. 


A $ Jockey was walking one midſummer mom, 
A He ſat him down careleſs beneath a greei 


thorn ; 
He had not ſat long ere a damſel came by, 
To whom Jockey ſent forth a languiſhing eye, 
A languiſh—— a languiſh——a Janguiſhing mT 
| 


Did you 

ra 
With two 
If you dic 

wa 
The inno« 
The 1nno( 


e told he 
And make 
he damſ 
But jocke 
Stole after 
Che ſearch 
fin 

hen hear 
She found 
Phe knew 
dhe knew 


he ſheph 
hy ewes 
hen ſpru 
but the da 
am 
deem'd co) 
owe'er a: 
dhe left he 
ind now t 
die viſits t 
he viſits t 
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Did you ſee, ſays the fair one, a fleece brindled 


ram, 
With two little lambkins trot each by their dam; 


If you did, gentle ſhepherd, pray tell me which 
Ways ; 

The innocent rovers neglectfully ſtray ? 

The innocent, &c. 


told her, he ſaw them paſs haſtily by, 

And make to the copſe, though in faith ' twas a lie; 

he damſel ſhe curtſy'd and thank'd with a bluſh, 

But jockey ſtole after, and lurk'd in a buſh, 

ele after, ſtole after, and lurk'd in a buſh. 

She ſearch'd the copſe o'er but no ſheep could ſhe 
find, 

hen heartily curs'd the young ſwain in her mind; 

She found ſhe was trick'd, but alas! filly maid, 

Phe knew not the ſnare was ſo artfully laid. 

dhe knew not, &c. 


he ſhephera appear'd, and ſaid pretty maid; 

hy ewes and thy lambkins have happily ftray'd 

hen ſprung to her cloſely and raviſh'd a kiſs, 

but the damſel ſeem'd coy, and cry'd fye |! *twas 

amiſs ; 

deem'd coy, ſeem'd coy and cry'd fye! *twas amils. 
owe'er as her friends little liberty gave, 

dhe left her old gaffer to truſt the young knave; 

and now tho” her ſheep are all ſaſe in the pen, 

ae viſits the copſe o'er and o'er again. 

te viſits the copſe o'er and o'er again. 
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Each nigh 

SON G 185. When 2 

: With my « 

PRELIu's RamBLE to ExclAxp. And tell h 
Tune: Ballinamone. 

Pl! perſua. 


AYS Phelim, in ireland no longer Pl] ſtay, _ 1 
Pve got 0 much money my debts I can't i 1 _— 
Iwill go to England and paſs for a lord, Dn a pull 
A bag-wig by my fide, on my head a long ſword 
Sing Ballinamone era, an Engliſh lady fir m, 


And when 
he bells 
To Dublir 


As J travel along how the people will ſtare, 13 


At my coach and fix horſes drawn by an old max 
I wont fleep on the road, nor make no delays, 


. I. | 
But left J be Weary, Pl be going ten days. y Aunt 


here pot 
Arrack pur 


And when I arrive ſafe at London by ſea, all 


I'll lodge at St. James's or elſe at Bear-key, 
I'll fence at aſſemblies, play cards at a ball, 
And court ſome rich heireſs worth nothing at all 


— . — 


Each day Iwill walk all round croſs the park, Met in 
Each moon-ſhiny night, at noon when *tis dark He ftor 
With my coat laced over the beaux to alarm, den blu 1 
Wich my hat in my hand to keep my wag vam 3 


He talk'd U 
But what \ 
Yet, alas | 


Each night at the play in the box I will ſhine, 
And tell ſome rich widow ſhe is more divine 
Than Pluto or Vulcan, or the goddeſs of May, 
And with my fine ſpeeches her heart I'll betray 


Each morn 
He brings 
he ſweets 
nd begs n 
Put what is 


er, alas [ 


Pl} drink her good health when I dine every mom 
And give her a fine filver cup made of horn, 
PI make verſes on her in proſe and in rhyme, 
And ſend her two letters by the poſt at one * 
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Fach night at her toilet when ſhe riſes from bed, 
When ſhe combs her hands and waſhes her head, 
With my eyes very modeſt Pl! ſtare in her face, 
And tell her for love that my guts burn and blaze, 


[ll perſuade her to wed in a day or two more, 
Next morning betimes at noon about ſour, 

To church I will carry my beautiful bride, 

On a pillion before me cloſe by my left ſide. 


And when we are married the drums they ſhall ring, 
he bells they ſhall beat and the fiddler ſing, 

To Dublin P11 carry iny charmer ſtraitway, 

n the midſt of wir ter when they're making of hay. 


ly Aunt Mac Mahon PI ll invite to the feaſt, 
Vhere potatoes and mutton for ſauce ſhall be dreſt, 
irrack punch made of whiſky in bumpers ſhall flow 
nd all my relations ſhall come to the ſhow. 


SONG 186. 


Met in our village a ſwain t'other day : 
He ſtopt me, and begg'd me a moment to ſtay z 
ten bluſh'd, and, in language I ne'er heard be- 
| fore, 
Retalk'd much of love, and ſome pains that he bore; 
But What was his meaning I know not, I vow ; 
Yet, alas ! my poor heart felt, I cannot tel! how. 


Each morning the jeſſamine, vi'let and roſe, 


He brings me, and ev'ry ſweet flower that grows; 
be ſwectelt, and gayeſt, he picks from the reſt, 
And begs me to wear theſe fine things in my breaſt: 

Put what is his meaning, I know not, I vow ; 
et, alas ! my poor heart feels, I cannot tell how. 
+X At 
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At my feet the young ſhepherd for ever I ſee, Both nigh 
Proteſting he never lov'd any but me; About 
He gazes with tranſport, and kiſfes me too, But 1 decl 
And ſwears that he'll ever be conſtant and true: To hea! 
But what is his meaning, I know not, I vow; the ſays, 
Yet, alas! my poor heart feels, I cannot tellhoy, : Or = 
ut in a 
I oft ſee the tears ſtreaming faſt from his eyes, I wiſh ! 
And hear him, poor youth! breathe a thouſand 

ſoft ſighs ; She ſays t 
He tells me, no nymph in the world is like me, The da 
Nor ſhepherd a live ſo unhappy as he : And ' tis f. 
But what is his meaning, I know not, I vow ; That ſt 
Yet, alas! my poor heart feels, I cannot tell how WW But if ſhe 
She ma 
Why does the dear ſhepherd to me thus complain Tl try to 
And ſay that my eyes are the cauſe of his pain! I wiſh I 
Indeed, were I ſure (for his fate I deplore) 
That he ſuffer'd tor me, he ſhould ſuffer no more: WM Young D. 
I'd do all I could to relieve him I vow, Wou'd 
That my heart might have eaſe, tho? I cannot tel WI phaw'd 

how. With— 
'Tis wond 
When! 
SON G 187. I with | m 
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2 Then III 
The VI CIx's laſt ResoLve. And let 


E virgins who do liſten And PII d 
To whate'er your mothers ſay, - Until! 
Be rul'd by me, and let's agree, At forty- t 
No longer to obey: And lay 
Far I've been ſnubb'd and I've been drubb'd, But never 
'Till I've been black and blue : if do- 
But I'll behave no more as a ſlave, 


I wiſh I may die if I do, Bot 


or, 
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zoth night and day ſhe prates away, 
about my being nice; 

But 1 declare, twould make you ſtare, 
To hear her dull advice : 

the ſays, that I from men muſt fly, 
Or miſchief will enſue ; 

But in all the kind, no harm J find, 
| wiſh I may die if I do. 


She ſays that youth, ill blind to truth, 
The danger ne'er can tell, 

And 'tis from ſenſe and experience, 
That ſhe can talk ſo well: 

But if ſhe got ſenſe from experience, 
She may depend upon't, 

Pl] try to be as wiſe as ſhe, 
I wiſh I may die if I don't. 


Young Damon gay, the other day, 
Wou'd ſtruggle for a kiſs ; 

[1 pſhaw'd and cry'd, and him did chide, 
With—what do you mean by this ? 

Tis wond'rous rude, that you'll intrude, 
When I've ſo oft' forbid ; 

[ wiſh | may die, if you don't make me cry 
But I with I may die if he did. 


Then I'll be free, whilſt young I be, 
And let my mother ſcold ; 

And ll deſpiſe being quite as wiſe, 
Until I am quite as old. | 

At forty-three a prude I'll be, 
And lay my follies by ; 

But never till then, will l-ſhun the men, 

If 1 de—1 wiſh I may die. = 


X 2 SONG 
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$ O N G 188. 


Upon Mrs. WorrinGToN, 


By Sir CHARLES H. WILLIAus. 


EAR Chloe, come give me ſweet kifles, 


For ſweeter no girl ever gave; 
But why, in the midſt of my bliſſes, 
Do you ak me how many I'd have ? 
I am not to be ſtinted in pleaſure, _ 
Then prithee, dear Chloe, be kind ; 
For fince [ love thee beyond meaſure, 
To numbers Vil ne'er be confin'd. 


Count the bees that on Hybla are playing, 
Count the flowers that enamel the fields, 
Count the flocks that on Tempe are ſtraying, 

Or the grain that rich Sicily yields; 
Count how many ſtars are in heaven, 
Go number the ſands on the ſhore, 
And when ſo many kiſſes you've given, 
I fill ſhall be aſking for more. 


To a heart full of love let me hold thee, 
A heart which, dear Chloe, 1s thine ; 
In my arms I'd for ever enfold thee, 
And twiſt round thy neck like a vine: 
What joy can be greater than this is! 
My life on thy lips ſhall be ſpent : 
But the wretch who can number his kiſſes 
Will always with few be content. 


SON 
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While he 
With « 
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SONG 189. The Salons“ RRSOLVTIOR. 


OW little do the landmen know 
Of what we ſailors feel, 

When waves do mount, and winds do blow ! 

But we have hearts of ſteel ; 
No danger can affright us; 

No enemy ſhall flout ; 
We'll make the monſieurs right us; 

So toſs the can about. 


Stick tout to orders, meſſmates; 
We'll plunder, burn, and ſink: 
Then, France, have- at your firſt- rates; 
For Britons never ſhrink: 
We'll rummage all we fancy; 
We'll bring them in by ſcores z 
And Moll, and Kate, and Nancy, 
Shall;roll in Louis-d'ors. 


While here at Deal we're lying, 
With our noble commodore, 
We'll ſpend our wages, freely, boys, 
And then to ſea for more: 
In peace we'll drink and ſing, boys; 
In war we'll never fly ; 
Here's a health to George our king, boys, 
And the royal family. 


SONG 150. Joan and NzLil, 


S Nell ſat underneath her cow, 
Upon a cock of hay, 
brikk John was coming from his pleugh, 


And chanc'd to pats that way: 


LY 
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Like light'ning to the maid he flew, | He came 
And by the hand he ſqueez'd her: | His pardo 
Pray John, ſhe cry'd, be quiet—do |! And befo 
And frown'd becauſe he teaz'd her. [ flily Roc 
Young Cupid from his mother's knee, Suck 0 
Obſerv'd her female pride: Inet my 
Go on, and proſper, John (ſays he) Ile kiſe'd 
And I will be thy guide ; | 4 reen f 
Then aim'd at Nelly's breatt a dart, 1 * 
From pride it ſoon releas'd her: stick a 
She faintly cry'd, “I feel love's ſmart,” 
And figh'd— becauſe it eas'd her. 


John laid himſelf down by her ſide, 
And flole a kiſs or two; ſat lone 
And flatt'ry's charms he alſo try'd, For Jack 
ill ſhe the kinder grew: SUCK a 
The poiſon ſoon began to ſpread, 
And in the nick he ſeiz'd her: — 


She, trembling, bluſh'd, and hung her head, 


Fi P K ꝙ ao _._ 
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He often 
As often | 


Then ſmil'd—becauſe it pleas'd her. | S 

Bt, | HE 

SONG 191. STick a Pin there, | 

| But an ob 

HEN tutor'd by mother, ſhe often times The fas 

| ſaid, No Daph: 

There's money bid for thee girl, hold up thy head; Tho? p. 

She laid out my work with a houſewitely care, Wich the 

And making a mark, bid me flick a pin there. Can vie 
Stick a pin, &c. 

| Ye Soldie 

The humour ſo pleas'd me, however abſurd, Yet alu 


That in ſpight cf my teeth it became a cant word; WW You're m. 
And once when the parſon had ended his pray, Than t 
I could not help calling out, ſtick a pin there. 

Stick a pin, &c. pie 
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He came to my mother, and loudly complain'd ; 
His pardon I ak'd, but my ſorrow was feign'd : 
And before he could clap his fat bum in a chair, 
I {lily ſtoop'd down, and did ſtick a pin there, 
Stick a pin, &c. 


met my dear Jack in a field of new hay, 

He kiſs'd me and teaz'd me with amorous play; 

A green gown to give me, he ſwore it was fair: 

Hold firrah ſaid I, would you ftick a pin there. 
Stick a pin, &c. | 


He often attempted to rifle my charms 3 

As often I puſh'd the dear youth from my arms ; 

But ſooner or later he'll bale my care, | 

For Jack is the lad that ſhall--ſtick a pin there. 
Stick a pin, &c. ans 


— 
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SONG 192. Morry Cars, 


Ws I at my window am gazing, 


Tis not at a comet or ſtar, 
But an object more bright and more pleaſing ; 
The face of my ſweet Molly Carr : 
No Daphne, no Chloe, nor Phillis, 
Tho? poets put them on the par 
Wich the beauties of roſes or lilies, 
Can vie with my ſweet Molly Carr. 


Ye Soldiers who boaſt in your prattle, 
Yet always hope danger is far 

You're more ſafe from the cannons in battle, 
Than the eyes of my ſweet Molly Carr: 


The 
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The Prelate ſo famous for teaching 


The excellent virtues of tar; 


Had he ſeen her he'd left of his preaching, 
To treat of the ſweet Molly Carr. 


Ye lawyers who make yourſelves drudges, 
With much dirty work at the bar ; 

You wou'd quit all your fees and the judges, 
To plead to my ſweet Molly Carr: 

Ye doctors ſo learned in phyſick, 
Who nature's decays can repair ; 

May ſearch, but you'll find no ſpecific 
So certain as ſweet Molly Carr, 


Let thoſe out of play with the nation, 
With great ones eternally jar : 

I am humbly content with my ftation, 
So ſmiles but my ſweet Molly Carr : 

Tho' rich as crœſus in treaſure, 

In kingdoms as great as a czar ; 

All, all 1 wou'd lay down with pleaſure, 
At the feet of my ſweet Molly Carr. 


—vyLBv 


SONG 193, The Lass of the Broor, 
By Mr. Ggokck ALEXANDER STEVENS. 


N a brook's graſſy brink in the willow's co 
ſhade, 
The primroſes preſſing, reclin'd a fair maid; 
She por'd o'er the ſtream that limp'd idly along 
Well pleas'd, ſaw herſeif, and thus tun'd her io 
ſong. [ſong 


Well pleas'd, faw herſelf, and thus tun'd hey 


[f the cry 
What's tl 

d) 
With whi 
With wh 


As oft th 
While ga 
ip 
With rap! 
And, dow 
And, dow 


Each knee 
Yet none 
opeed you 


yo 
Then tell 
Then tell | 


—— — — 


8 


LL i 
ITI 
When bla 
Oh! w 
Tell me, \ 
If my ſwee 


William, 
Rock'd 
Soon as he 


He high 
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Tho! the *ſquire's fine ſweetheart ſhould look in 
the ſtream, 
f the cryſtal tells truly, more comely I ſeem : 
What's the daiſies, the peach, or the ſtrawberry's 
dye? 
With white and red blooming, more comely am I. 
With white, &c. 


As oft thro? the church yard on ſundays I tread, 

While gaping fools grinning o'er tomb-ſtones are 
ſpread, | 

With raptures they praiſe me; IJ keep on my way, 

And, down looking, ſeem not to hear what they ſay. 

And, down, &c. 


Each kneeling ſwain, loudly, proteſts J am fair; 

Yet none can delight me *till Strephon I hear: 

Speed your ſearch, you ſhrill ſongſters, 'till Strephon 
you ſee ; 

Then tell him, he's ſtay'd for, he's ſtay'd for by me. 


| Then tell him, he's ſtay'd for, he's ſtay'd for by me. 


SONG 194. By Mr. Gar. 


LL in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 
The ftreamers waving in the wind, 
When black-ey'd Suſan came on board, 
Oh! where ſhall I my true-love find ? 
Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William ſails among your crew 


William, who high, upon the yard, 

Rock'd by the billows to and fro, 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 
He figh'd and caſt his eyes below; * 
E 
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The cords fly ſwiftly through his glowing hands, WM The boat 


And quick as light'ning on the deck he itands, The ſai 
So the ſweet lark high pois'd in air, No longer 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, They * 
If chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear, Her leſs'n 
And drops at once into her neſt. Adieu ft 
The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet, 
Might envy William's lips thoſe kiſſes ſweet, *0 
O Suſan! Suſan! lovely dear ! 
My vows ſhall ever true remain; OME 
Let me wipe off that falling tear ; To: 
We only part to meet again. | 
Change as ye liſt, ye winds, my heart ſhall be To honout 
The faithful compaſs that ftill points to thee, For who a 
Believe not what the Iandmen ſay, 5 a 
Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind; 
They'll tell thee ſailors, when away, Pra 
In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find : [ Wag 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee a, bt 
For thou art preſent w hereſoe er I go. nr 
PCS 5 
| We ne'er ſ 
If to fair India's coaſt we ſail, They neve 
Thine eyes are ſeen in di'monds bright; If they run 
Thy breath is Afric's ſpicy gale ; For if they 
Thy ſkin is ivory ſo white: | 
Thus ev'ry beauteous object that I view They ſw 
Wakes in my ſoul ſome charm of lovely Sue, hey”ll frig 
But ſhould 


Thoꝰ battle calls me from thy arms, Still Briton 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn; 

Tho' cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms 
William ſhall to his dear return : 

Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 


Leſt precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's 1. 


We'll &ill r 
la ſpite of t 
hen cheat 
Dur ſoldier 


ds, 


eye. 
Th 
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The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 
The fails their ſwelling boſoms ſpread ; 
No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board ; 
They kiſs'd, ſhe ſigh'd he hung his head: 
Her leſs'ning boat unwilling rows to land; 
Adieu! ſhe cry'd, and wav'd her lily hand. 


a 


SONG 195. By Mr. GaRRICx. 


OME, chear up, my lads, 'tis to glory we ſteer, 
To add ſomething new to this wonderful 
year; 
To honour we call you, not preſs you like ſlaves; 
For who are ſo free, as we ſons of the waves ? 


Crorvs. 


Heart of oak are our ſhips, heart of oak are our men, 


We always are ready, 
Steady, boys, ſteady 3 


Vell fight and well conquer again, and again. 


We ne'er ſee our foes, but we wiſh them to ſtay ; 
They never ſee us but they wiſh us away; 

If they run, why we follow, and run them a ſhore, 
For if they won't fight us, we cannot do more. 


They ſwear they'll invade us, theſe terrible foes, 
hey'll frighten our women, our children andbeaus. 
But ſhould their flat- bottoms in darkneſs get o'er, 
till Britons they'll find, to receive them on ſhore. 


We'll ſtill make them run, and we ſtill make them 
A ſpite of the Devil, and Bruſſels gazette ; [ſweat, 

hen chear up, my lads, with one voice let us ſing, 
Hur ſoldiers, our failors, our ſtateſmen, and king. 
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SONG 196. 


N a primroſy bank by a murmuring ſtrean 
Paſtora fat ſinging, and I was her theme; 


Whilſt charm'd with her beauty behind a gret 


buſh, RAY 
T liſten'd to hear her ſoft tale with a bluſh, IF : 
Thalia's 7 
Of all the young ſhepherds that pipe on the reed, WM She'll mat 
*Tis Damon alone I can fancy indeed; 
] tell him I value him no not a ruſh, 
Yet ſurely 1 love him, or why do I bluſh ? To make 
On july t 
When I went to the grove at the top of the hill, I Mac-Cull 
It was the laſt May I remember it ſtill ; Good lac) 
He brought me a neſt of young linnets quite fluſh ha 
And I the kind preſent receiv'd with a bluth, 
| But oh ! \ 
Whenever he meets me he'll ſimper and ſmile, Of actors 
I ſeem as I did not obſerve him a while ; TVo hun 
He offer'd to kiſs me, I gave him a puſh, = 
Why can't you be eaſy ? I cry'd with a bluſh, Wich the 
On ſunday he came to entreat me to walk, "= 
*T'was down in a meadow, and love was his talk; 1 
He call'd me his deareſt, pray Damon be huſh! her. : 
There's ſomebody coming, I cry'd with a blu. = 
My mother ſhe chides when I mention the ſwan, But ſoon a 
Forbids me to go to the meadows again; Odzooks, 
But ſure for his ſake I will venture a bruſh, 
For love him I do, I confeſs with a bluſh. 
; This terrib 
Thus warbl'd the fair, and my heart leap'd for joy, Stopt half 
Tho” little ſhe thought that her Damon was nigh; Which ſtee 
But chancing to ſpy me behind a green bull Bounce! 
She ended her ſong, and aroſe with a bluſh. 900 


S O NG 


Cay 3 
SONG 197. 


The Sta-Vorace. 


RAY, which of the nine ſhall I humbly invoke, 
To aid a ſad ſtory convey'd in a joke ? 
Thalia's a Iaſs who ſuca humour ſupplies, 
She'll make you to laugh with the tears in your eyes. 
Derry doaun, down, down, derry down. 


To make the tale ſhort, leſt you think 1t prolix, 
On July the ſeventeenth, fifty and fix, 
Mac-Cullough ſet fail in the packet of Cheſter, 
Good lack! had you ſeen her, your heart would 
have bleſs'd her. Derry down, Qc. 


But oh! what a medley was there beſides ſailors, 
Of actors and ſingers, and poets and tay lors, 


e 
| Two hundred ſpalpeens, who to Venus were 
martyrs; 
iſh, Wich the itch in their fingers and lice in their 
quarters. Derry down, &c. 


The packet in haſte to Beaumaurice was veering, 
When, lo! a large ſhip towards our veſſel was 
ſteering ; 
But ſoon as to view a white head did appear, 
Odzooks, they all cry'd, 'tis a French privateer. 
Derry down, c. 


This terrible ſhip, with her ſtreamers all waving, 


r Joh Ntopt half a league diſtant, the poor packet braving 3 
gh; which ſteering away, to avoid ſuch trepanners, 
4 Bounce ! went a twelve-pounder, to teach her 


good manners. Derry down, Tc, 
. Ib 7 : Ventidius, 


( . 254 ] 


Ventidius, who oft on the Smock-ally ſtage, But the 
Had ranted and bluſter'd thro* many a page, tel 
The hero forgetting, to ſave his long neck, Stood alot 
Threw up both his heels, and fell flat on the deck, bach a ca: 
Derry down, 65,0 * actors 
The crew with a panic were ſtruck one and all, 
When this riſing hero receiv'd ſuch a fall; Crochetto 
They counſel'd the captain, without mere ado, Me linge! 
To down with his top-ſail and bring the fig Le wind 
to. Derry down, En Which ic: 
Grave Cimberton, truſty caſhier to the play-houk, 
Said, zounds ! *tis a ſhame that the French ſhou'l One fide 0 
diſmay us ; 0 peopl 
But, when the report of the gun ſtruck his ear, rom 
He outwardly ſmil'd to conceal inward fear. Pulh'd har 
| Derry down, & 
The Dublin Vandyke ſoftly crept to the feergf I Vie 
His paleneſs diſcover'd his ill painted courage; bon are b, 
He hated the French and their naval purſuits, Than roll; 
And piſs'd till it ran to the ſoals of his boots, 
Derry down, Gt 
"Tis ſtrange when an honeſt man deals in deceit, WW ———- 
His money lays under the ſoles of his feet, 
Twas ſafe to lie there as if hid in a hole, 
For he knew that his toes could not finger the colt | 
Derry down, & N pl 


If they board us ſays Polly, I'll ſing 'em a ſong. 
Says Lucy, © Pray hold your ridiculous tongue; 
Our voyage is weſtward ; you'll ſoon with it ſouth 
For they'll ſoon make you ſing the wrong fided 


your mouth.“ Derry down, 7 
| 
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But the ſhip which had thrown us all into ſuch 
terror, 
stood aloof now as if ſhe had found out her error, 
Such a cargo ſhe ſcorn'd to carry to France, firs, 
As actors and taylors, and fiddlers and dancers. 
Derry down, &c. 


Crachetto was there, who by muſical quirk, 

dets ſingers, and pipers, and fiddlers to work: 

The wind from north-eaſt gave a terrible ſquall, 

Which ſcar'd all the paſſengers, captain and all, 
Derry down, &c. 


One fide of the ſhip the ſalt water was drinking, 
The people cry*d out, © The ſhip is now a ſinking;? 
But Crochetto perceiving her make ſuch a trip, 
Puſh'd hard t'other fide for to balance the ſhip, 


Derry down, c. 


Ye mortals, who careleſsly fit at your eaſe, 


While others are toſs'd on the perilous ſeas, 


You are better at home in a great elbow chair, 
Than rolling about between hope and deſpair. 
Derry down, c. 


SONG 198. 


N pleaſures ſmooth wings, how old Time 
ſteals away, 


re love's fatal flame leads the ſhepherd aftray ! 


My days, O ye ſwains ! were a round of delight, 
rom the cool of the morn to the ſtillneſs of night; 


No care found a place in my cottage or breaſt, 


at health and content all the year was my gueſt, 
2 * I'was 
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"Twas then no fair Phillis my heart could enſnar 
With voice or with feature, with dreſs; or with air: 


So kindly young Cupid had pointed the dart, The 
That I gather'd the ſweets but I miſs'd of tie ſmart Ma 
I toy'd for a while, then I rov'd like a bee A 7 
But ſtill all my ſong was, I'll ever be free. A Rake, 
Nor ye 
Twas then ev'ry object freſh raptures did yield: Let eel 
If I itray'd through the garden, or travers'd the Who n 
| | field, | Who eats 
Ten thuuſand gay ſcenes were diſplay'd to my And wi 
light; i ; Let him | 
If the nightingale ſung. I could liſten all night; Of dan 
With my reed I could pipe to the tune of tell Rave ſom 
| itream, | * Yet file 
And wake to new life from a rapturous dream. Let him b 
| | Nor ge! 
But now, fince for Hebe in ſecret I figh, Willing t| 
Alas ! what a change! and how wretched am! And pl 
Adieu to the charms of the valley and glade i 
Their ſweets now all ſicken, their colours all fad; WW A little Cc 
No muſic I find in ſoft Philomel's ſtrain, 1 From it 
and the brook o'er the pebbles now murnurs it TR = | 
vain. ws 
| Ten thou! 
< ; | But if ſ 
They ſay that ſhe's kind, but no kindneſs I ee; y Wy 
On others ihe ſmiles, but ſhe frowns upon me: Il be 
Then teach me bright Venus, perſuaſion's fl a 
art, His face n 
Or aid me, by reaſon, to ranſom my heart, But let 
To crown my deſires, or to baniſh my pain, The man 
Giye love to the nymph, or give eaſe to WW Who ca 
{wain ! | And if for 
With th 
Though l' 


It hall 
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SONG 199. 


The Labr's Cxorce, By a Lapr. 


Man that's neither high nor low, 
In party or in ſtature ; 

A Rake, a Rattle, or a Beau, 
Nor yet unus'd to flatter : 

Let not him be a learned fool, 
Who nods o'er muſty books, 

Who eats and drinks and lives by rule, 
And weighs our words and looks. 


Let him be eaſy, free and gay, 
Of dancing never turd; 
Have ſomething always ſmart to ſay, 
Yet ſilent when requir'd, 
Let him be rich, not covetous, 
Nor generous to excels ; 
Willing that I ſhould keep the purſe, 
And pleaſe myſelf in dreſs. 


$4 little courage let him have, 
From inſults to protect me, 
Provided he is not ſo brave, 
As &er to contradict me. 
Ten thouſand pounds a year I like, 
But if ſo much can't be, 
You ſeven from the ten may take, 
[ll be content with three. 


His face no matter if 'tis plain, 
But let it not be fair; 
The man is ſure my heart to gain, 
Who can with this compare. 
And if ſome lord would chance agree 
With the above deſcription, 
Though I'm not fond of quality, 
It all be no objection. 


T2 SONG 
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SONG 200. The ftars, 
Would fri 
And; me! 


That they 


AD Neptune, when firſt he took charge of 
the ſea, 
Been as wiſe, or at leaft been as merry as we, 
He'd have thought better on't, and inſtead of h 
brine, | (wine, 
Would have filPd the vaſt ocean with generom 


Had this | 
Our ſpirit 
A pox the 
To ſlip, Ii 
What trafficking then would have been on the 
main, 

For the fake of good liquor as well as for gain 
No fear then of tempeſt, or danger of ſinking ; 

The fiſhes ne'er drown that are always a drinking 


SO. 


E cr 

Ye: 
O tarry or 
Shall proy 


The hot thirſty ſun then would drive with mio 
Secure in the evening of ſuch a repaſt ; That, 
And when he'd got tipſy would have taken hi 


nap | | 
With double the pleaſure in Thetis's lap. 


You poets 
Of pranci1 
For when 
You are t] 


By the force of his rays, and thus heated yit 
wine, 

Conſider how gloriouſly Pho:bus wopld ſhine; 

What vaſt exhalations he'd draw up on high, 


To relieve the poor earth as it wanted ſupply. Wron: 
How happy us mortals, when bleſt with ſuch ran, e actors 
To fill all our veſſels, and fill them again! Pray ſtick 
Nay, even the beggar that has ne er a ch, For when 1 
Might jump in the river, and drink like a fiſh, Ill hold te 


What mirth and contentment in every brow, 
Hob, as great as a prince, dancing aftei the plougt 
The birds in the air, as they play on the wing, 
Altho' they but ſip, would eternally ſing. 


Le knaves 
Tho prin 


1 
The ſtars, who I think don't to drinking inclinè, 
would friſk and rejoice at the fome of the wine; 
And; merrily twinkling, would ſoon let us know 
That they were as Rappy as mortals below. 


„nad this been the caſe, what had we then enjoy'd, 
Our ſpirits ſtill riſing, our fancy ne'er cloy'd ! 

A pox then on Neptune, when *twas in his pow'r, 
To flip, like a fool, ſuch a fortunate hour. 


| 


SONG 201. By Mr. Garrick. 


E critics above, and ye critics below, 
Ye finer- ſpun critics who keep the mid row, 

O tarry one moment, I'll ſing you a ſong, 
Shall prove that like us—You are all in the wwrong, 
Sing tantara-rara wrong all, ⁊urong all, 
Sing tantara-rara wrong all. 


You poets who mount on the fam'd winged ſeed, 
Of prancing, and wincing, and kicking take heed: 
For when by thoſe hornets the critics, he's ſtung: 
You are thrown in the dirt—and are all in the 

Wrong. Sing tantara-rara, &c. 


e actors who act, what thoſe writers have writ, 
Fray ſtick to your poet and ſpare your own wit; 
For when with your own you unbridle your tongue, 
I hold ten to one Von are all in the wrong, 
Sing tantara-rara, Se. 


£ knaves who make news for the fooliſh to read, 
Tho print daily flander the hungry to feed; 


For 
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For a while you miſlead 'em the news-hunting $0] 
throng, 

But the pillory proves are all in the wray, TA] 

| Sing tantara-rara, &. Yo 


Ye grave politicians, ſo deep and ſo wiſe, eye; You rob 


With your hums, and your ſhrugs, and your uplifted i And he 
The road that you travel is tedious and long, Your maz 
But I pray you jog on-—You are all in the wwray. On cha 
Sing bse You'll fin 
When 
Ye happy fond huſbands, and fond happy wives, 
Let never ſuſpicions embitter your lives; The paſii 
Let your prudence be ſtout, and your faith be a Your k 
ſtrong; doft ſmile 
Who watch, or who catch—T hey are all in th Fruitio: 
wrongs Sing tantara-rara, &, And tho? 
Ye unmarried folks be not bought; or be ſold; Art 
Let age avoid youth, and the young ones the old; Yot in 
For they'll ſoon get together, the young with the 
oung; 
And 8 — wiſe old ones TD are all in th 3 
Wrong. Sing tantara-rara, &. He's drops 
Ye ſoldiers and ſailors, who bravely have fought; Yet the! 
Who honour and glory, and laurels have bought; WM Together 
Let your foes but appear, you'll be at 'em ding Or fit i. 
dong, And at ni 
And if they come near you're all in h His Joa 
 awrong. Sing tantara-rara, Cl 
No beauty 
Ye judges of taſte to our labours be kind, Their ſe 
Our errors are mzny, pray wink or be blind; Then, wh: 


Still find your way hither, to glad us each night, . That m. 
And our note we will change to—Yow're all in Tie the pl 
right, Sing tantara-rara right all,right al; The end 

| Sing tantara-rara right al. The thoug 
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SON G 202. Corin's Courralxr. 


EAR Chloe, while thus beyond meaſure, 
You treat me with doubts and diſd ain, 
You rob all your youth of its pleaſure, 
And hoard up an old age of pain : 
Your maxim, that love 1s Nill founded 
On charms that will quickly decay, 
You'll find to be very ill grounded, 
When once you its dictates obey. 


The paſſion from beauty firſt drawn, 
Your kindneſs will vaſily improve; 
Soft ſmiles and gay looks are the dawn, 
Fruition's the fun-ſhine' of love: 
And tho' the bright beams of your eyes 
Shou'd be clouded, that now are ſo gay, 
And darkneſs poſſeſs all the ſkies, 
Yet we ne'er can forget it was day. 


$014 Darby, with Joan by his fide, 


You've often regarded with wonder ; 
He's dropſical, ſhe is ſore ey'd, 

Yet they're ever uneaſy aſunder 
Together they totter about, 

Or fit in the ſun at the door, 
And at night when old Darby's pot's out, 

His Joan will not ſmoke a whiff more. 


No beauty or wit they poſſeſs, 
Their ſeveral failings to ſmother ; 
Then, what are the charms, can you gueſs, 
That make them ſo fond of each other ? 
Tis the pleaſing remembrance of youth, 
The endearments which youth did beſtow 3 
The thoughts of paſt pleaſure and truth, 
The belt of all bleflings below. 


Thoſe 


1 | 


Thoſe traces for ever will laſt, 

Nor ick neſs nor time can remove; 
For when youth and beauty are paſt, 
And age brings the winter of love, 

A friendihip inſenſibly grows, 

By reviews of ſuch raptures as theſe; 
The current of fondneſs ſtill Rows, 
Which decrepid old age cannot freeze, 
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SONG 203. 
By Mr. CHARLES SMYTH. 


Tune: Strephon of the bill. 


OR fanci'd belles, in pompous lays, 


Some have their zeal expreſt; 


But I to thee the ſong will raiſe, 


My Nanny of the weſt. 


The ſtatelieſt pine in Edgecombe's grove, 
W hich towers above the reſt, 

Is not ſo ſtately as my love; 
My Nanny of the weſt. 


Beyond the May-blown flow'ret ſweet, 
With nature's beauty dreſt, 
Engaging. eaſy, plainly neat, 
Is Nanny of the weſt, 


Was I like Antony of yore, 


Of half the world poſleſt ; 
Like him I'd loſe that half, once more, 
For Nanny of the weſt, 


Before I c 
[ fanc1' 
Bat ſoon | 
For Na 
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zeſore I chanc'd the fair to *ſpy, 
[ fanci'd love a jeſt ; 
But ſoon he taught my ſoul to ſigh 
For Nanny of the welt. 


Twas in a ſecret ſhady. grove, 

Which limpid ſtreams inveſt, 
[met her and reveal'd my love, 
To Nanny of the welt. 


ak'd a kiſs with comely grace, 

She granted my requelt ; 

hen claſp'd I, with a dear embrace, 
My Nanny of the weſt. 


\ {train of love ſhe ſweetly ſung, 

[ lean'd upon her breaſt ; 

Ind round my neck, in raptures clung, 
My Nanny of the welt, 


hat more endearments paſs'd between 
Us, may not be expreſt ; 

Tis not for men to know the ſcene 

My Nanny of the welt ! 


ut this I'll fing ye nymphs be kind, 
And thus ye ſhall be bleſt ; 
ind bards to ſound your praiſes find, 

Like Nanny of the weſt. 


* 


SONG 204. 


The Pi.cxim, From the Original Ir ALIAx. 


| N penance for paſt folly, 
4 pilgrim blithe and jolly, 
Sworn 
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Sworn foe to melancholy, E ſuits m 

\ Set out ſtrange lands to ſee ; And in 

W - With cockle-ſhells on hat-brim, Through 
. With ſtaff, ſcrip, beads, and that trim, Pre been, 

. As might become a pilgrim, But ne'er 
$ Begging for charity. Or ſo 1 
5 With feet unſhod he traces, Nine days 
4 O'er hills, o'er wilds and chaces, $0 well he 
43 And ſundry diſmal places, She thoug 
Ai In hopes ſome roof to fee ; And w1 
4 But, when he look'd, and ſaw no But, gent! 
3 Kind of hut or houſe to go to, Return th 
1 Was e'er poor pilgrim plagu'd ſo, As much: 
. Begging for charity ? And all 
. At length, almoſt de jected, 

17 Kind heav'n, when leaſt expected, 

* A damſel's ſteps directed, If 
ot Whence come you fir, ſays ſhe ? 

f Full many a weary ſtep, ſweet, Ir ov 
'S And all on theſe pour bare feet ; 3 

. O! could I, by your help, meet Nor proud 
1 Lodging for charity. But at Jail 
* Oh! I ney 
5 With courteous voice and accent, 

lf Says ſhe, I fear you're quite ſpent ; ve hos 
of But, what I ſay is . bs 
* Come lodge this night with me. But I v *. 
1 That favour, ma'am's exceſſive: an Fu | 
. No ſpeeches, ſir, while I live; LY 
4 If ought 1 have, or can give, BECK 
4 I give for charity. Hl fac = 
1 : a nd his kif 
. My tenement is brittle ; There is nc 


My room, I fear, too little ; 
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ſuits me to a rittle 
And in at once went he. 
Through many a town and city 
Ire been, to beg for pity, 
But ne er found room ſo pretty, 
Or ſo much charity. 


Nice days he liv'd in clover; 
do well he play'd the lover, 

She thought the time ſoon over, 
And will you go, ſays ſhe ? 
But, gentle pilgrim, ſhould you 
Return this way, I would do 
As much as woman could do, 

And all for charity, 


SO NG 20g, Dear WiLLY. 


ONG time I deſpair'd a young ſhepherd to 
find, 

Nor proud of his merit, nor falſe as the wind, 

but at lat I have found a dear lad to my mind; 

Oh! I never can part with my Willy. 


We hy'd to the altar laſt midſummer day, 

L bluſh'd all the while and ſcarce knew what to ſay: 
put | vow'd (I remember) to love and obey ; 

an | Go any leſs by my Willy ? 


His breath is as fragrant as freſh morning air; 
His face than the roſe is more ruddy I ſwear, 

nd his kifſes as tweet, oh! beyond all compare; 
There is not ſuch a lad as my Willy. 
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With him none pretends, for to pipe or to play Dear 
And what tender ſoft things does the ſhepherd Aſerts | 


not ſay. | . 
With eaſe, I am ſure, he may ſteal hearts away; Upbraid: 
But I'll never diſtruſt thee, dear Willy. And ſtriè 


When I droop'd all in pain, and hung dow Wl One ſ 


my head, The othe 
How kindly he watch'd me, what tears did he ſhed! 1 boldly 
Nor left me a moment ' till ſickneſs was fled ; No mort: 


Can I ever forget thee, dear Willy ? 


| Why the 
Shou'd death from my ſight tear the ſhepherl I warrant 
ſo true, As one te 
Let him take (if he chuſes) then me away too: Il love, 
For why ſhou'd I tarry, or what cou'd I do, 
Shou'd I loſe ſuch a lac as my Willy ? 1 
| 8 O 
0 5 STAR AYS] 
6. Since 
SONG 20 2 
A new Tzuce between Baccuuvs and Venus On tho 
Can coſtl) 
YSELF between Venus and Bacchus I And all 
poiſe, Can all th 
And twixt their two ſcales fix my balance of joys; Give he 
Tis true, they both have their charms when apart The f 
But blended, they double the heat of my heart. The fe 
With rage on his brow, and contempt in bu re 2 
eye, | 
Bacchus throws down his cluſter, and gives 1 oy — 
the lye; 6 
No female, ſays he, ſhall partake of my throne, Harp 


A rival I hate, and I'll govern alone. 


„ 
Dear Venus in turn her dominion maintains, 
Aſerts her contronl o'er the nymphs and the 
ſwains, ' 
Upbraids me for kneeling at Bacchus's ſhrine, 
And ſtrictly forbids me the juice of the vine. 


One ſcolds me, becauſe I am fond of the bowl, 
The other, *cauſe woman ſhares half of my ſoul : 
[ boldly declare, for all projects I've try'd, 

No mortal his paſtime can better divide. 


Why then let 'em wrangle, what is it to me? 
I warrant my conduct ſhall make 'em agree; 
As one to prefer to the other I'm loth, 


ll love, and I'll drink, and be pleaſing to both. 


— 


3 


SONG 207. PraTto's Apvics. 


AYS Plato, why ſhould man be vain ! 
Since hounteous heav'n hath made him great? 

Why looketh he with inſolent diſdain, 

On thoſe undeck'd with wealth or ſtate ? 
Can coſtly robes, or beds of down, 

And all the gems that deck the fair; 
Can all the glories of a crown, 

Give health, or eaſe the brow of care ? 


The ſcepter'd king, the burthen'd ſlave, 
The humble, and the haughty die; 
The rich, the poor, the baſe, the brave, 
In duſt without diftinRion lie. 
Go ſearch the tombs where monarchs reſt, 
Who once the greateſt titles wore z 
Of wealth and glory they're bereft, 
And all their honours are no more. 
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And ſpreads along a gilded train; 
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So flies the meteor thro? the ſkies, 


When ſhot, 'tis gone, its beauty dies, 
Diſſolves to common air again: 

So 'tis with. us, my govial fouls, | 
Let friendſhip reign while here we ſtay ; 

Let's crown our joy with flowing bowls ; 
When Jove commands, we mult obey, 


— — — _— * „— 6 — 
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SONG 208. By Mr. CHARLES SMYTH, 


E'ER think we ne'er think on the charmen 
on ſhore, 
While toſs'd up and down on the waves 
Believe me, the beaux who pretend to adore, 
Want ſouls to be ſo much their ſlaves, 


Tho?, borne o'er the deep, ſo far diſtant we kee 
From all that we love and eſteem, 

With them all the day, led by fancy we ſtray, 
And claſp them at night in a dream. 


Each chance that befalls in the courſe of our lives 
Conduces to keep in our mind, 

And bids us reflect on the maidens, or wives, 
We left with reluctance behind. 


When Sol's pleaſant beams all-beſpangle ts 
The pleaſure that's loſt we deplore ; I ſtrean 
When cach thro? the ſhade might conduct f 
lov'd maid, 
Was he with his wiſhes on ſhore. 


Reugh tempeſts ariſing, we know they're en 


To ſeek for amuſement at home ; {fra 
Wil 


What lo! 
With 


My kind 
Such ſ 
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Then fill'd 
ſc 

And = 
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h wi , all he has gain'd 
What lover but then wou'd give all he has gain'd, 
With them to partake of the dome ? 


My kind Annabell knew always full well, 
Such ſeaſons with bliſs to improve: 

Then me to her breaſt how oft has ſhe preſt ; 
And ſung, Sure tis mutual love.“ 


When pa'n'd with diſeaſes, for her ſtill I long, 
— And wiſh the ſoft nymph to enfold ; 
More healing than balm is the pow'r of her 
tongue, 
Her kiſſes too ſweet to be told. 


(TH, 


Ah! why am I drove ſo far from my love ? 
Why croſs'd is affect. on ſo great? | 

But fate ſure decrees diſappointments like theſe, | 
To make us more bleſt when we meet. 


Leſs * the ſpring her gay verdure wou'd 
| ring, 

P Did winter the year never blaſt ; I 
do the powers ordain us a portion of pain, 

liv That pleaſure more pleaſant may taſte ; 


Then fill'd with this hope we'll to mirth give free 
f ſcope, 
And mourning a while we'll give Oer; 
And ardently juin, in full bumpers of wine, 
To toaſt all che charmers on ſhore. 
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SONG 209, WI 0 match 
4 Like the 
HE morning is charming, all nature is gay, bo 
Away, my brave boys, to your horſes away; 
For the prime of our pleaſure, and queſting th 
. FE k * Health, jc 
We have not ſo much as a moment to ſpare, Ard bliſs 
CHORUS. The old! 
| | That th 
Hark ! the lively ton'd horn, A ER 
How melodious it ſounds, how melodious it found; one's dow 
To the muſical ſong, to the muſical ſong of the nern de 
mouth d hounds. 
In yon ſtubble field we ſhall find her below, Iliev glori 
Soho ! eries the huntſman; hark to him, ſoho! / Lernt, 
See, ſee where ſhe goes, and the hounds have a vien, 
Such harmony Handel himſelf never knew. Here's a hi 
May they 
CHORUS, or 
M 
Gates, hedges, and ditches, ta us are no bound, N. 
But the world is aur own while aue follow the haunt, 
Hold, hold, *tis a double; hark, hey, Bowler, he) Bi 7; free f 
If a thouſand gainſay it, a thouſand ſhall lie; 2: hatsy a 
His beauty ſurpaſſing, his truth has been try'd, 5 
At the head of a pack an infallible guide. — 
CHORUS, » ON 
At his cry the vide welkin avith thunder reſounds | 7 EL 
The darling of bunten, the glory of hounds. } | 
There's { 


O'er highlands and lowlands, and woodlands weif 


Our horſes full ſpeed, and our hounds in full 1 That ba 
0 
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do match'd in their mouths, and ſo even they run, 

Like the trine of the ſpheres, and the race of the 
ſun. 


CHORUS, 


Health, joy, and felicity, dance in the rounds, 
Jad bleſs the gay circle of hunters and hou nat. 


The old hounds puſk forward, a very ſure fign, 
That the hare, tho? a ſtout one, begins to decline; 
A chace of two hours or more ſhe has led, 
She's down—look about ye—they have her—ſhe's 
dead. 


Crnorvus, 


Hizv glorious a death to be honour'd with ſounds 
/ horns, and a ſhout to the chorus of hounds. 


Here's a health to all hunters and long be their lives, 


May they never be croſs'd by their ſweet-hearts 
or wives; 


May they rule their own paſſions, and ever at reſt 
as the moſt happy men, be they alſo the beſt. 


Crorvus. 


45 d free from the care which the many ſurrounds 
ve happy at laft, when they ſee no more hounds. 


8 


SONG 210. The PosiTive Fair. 


WI. if J continue but in the ſame mind, 
} I never ſhall wed I proteſt, 
There's ſomething ſo ſhocking in all the male 
kind, 
That bad my thoughts pictur'd the beſt, 


wel 
1 cry; 


The 
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The nymphs would perſuade, and talk till they 


vex, 
Love's lure to catch youth in the prime; 
Why if one muſt once like the oppoſite ſex, ABuRLI 
I think ſeventeen the right time. | 
F wine 
They tell it as ſtrange. I ſhould be ſo annoy'd If a 
At men who were meant for our good; . 
But what's in one's nature we cannot avoid, vince I d. 
I'd be in the mode if I cou'd. pl 
Or repent 


The ſhepherds all wonder that from them I fly, let ſo ch. 


If ſeen o'er the plain as I go : Thatator 
Why ſtill let them wonder at diſtance, ſay I, lake; 
The men ſhould be always kept ſo. ED P 


Young Colin declares my averſion's a joke, I V, oh! 


And thinks in my heart to ſucceed ; 371 Fa 
For woman, he ſays, never thought as ſhe ſpoke; * 3 
He's mighty obliging indeed. ne 
He caught me juſt now, and it came in his head, 
To kiſs me, but from him I tore: 
Vet really believe had he done as he ſaid, 
He could not have fr:ghtea'd me more, * 
J hope that ſuch freedoms he'll ne'er again uſe, Ane 
My fixt reſolution to try; On lords, 
For oh! I am certain I ſhall not refuſe, - * neu 
I mean that I ſhall not comply. ou * 
| re 
Where re: 
You ſaw t 
And while 


eye 


Im! 
SONG 211. 


ABURLESQUE on If Love's a ſweet Pass iox.“ 


F wine be a cordial, why does it torment? 
If a poiſon, oh! tell me, whence comes my 
content ? | | 
dince I drink it with pleaſure, why ſhould I com- 
plain, 
Or repent ev'ry morn, when I know *tis in vain? 
Yet ſo charming the glaſs is, ſo deep is the quart, 
That at once it both drowns and enlivens my heart, 


fly, 


take it off briſkly, and when it is down, 

By my jolly complexion I make my joy known; 

But, oh | how I'm bleit, when ſo ſtrong it does 
prove, 

By its ſovereign heat to expel that of love; 

When in quenching the old I create a-new flame 

And am wrapt in ſuch pleaſures as ſtill want a name. 


head, 


— 


— — _ 


S ON G 213. 


H! how could I venture to love one like thee, 

And you not deſpiſe a poor conqueſt like me? 
0 lords, your admirers, you lock'd with diſdain 3 
And knzw I was nothing, yet pity'd my pain. 
You ſaid, when they teiz'd you with nonſenſe and 

dreſs, 

Where real's the paſſion, the vanity's leſs : 
You ſaw thro? that filence which others deſpiſe ; 
And while beaux were prating, read love in mine 
eyes. 


uſe, 


Oh! 
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Oh! where is the nymph, who like you, ne'erca 


cloy ; 
Whoſe AM enliven each dull pauſe of joy? 
And, when the ſhort tranſport of love's at an end, 
From paſſionate miſtreſs turn ſenſible friend! 
When 1 ſee you I love you, but hearing adore; 
I wonder, and think you a woman no more ; 
Till mad with admiring, I cannot refrain, 
And kifling thoſe lips you turn woman again, 


With thee in my boſom, how can I deſpair? 
I'll gaze on thy beauty, and look away care: 
I'll aſk thy advice, when with trouble oppreſs'd; 
Which never diſpleaſes, but always is beſt, 

In all that I do I'll thy judgment require, 

Thy tafte ſhall correct what thy wit did inſpire: 
Then PI kiſs and careſs thee till youth is all o'er 
And then live on friendſhip w hen paſhon's nomore, 


Pon. „ 
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OE I 


| HEN Orpheus went down to the region 
below, 
Which men are forbidden to ſee, 
He tun'd up his lyre, as old hiſtories ſhow, 
To ſet his Eurydice free, 
To ſet his Eurydice free, 


All hell ſtood amaz'd that a perſon ſo wiſe, 
Should raſhly endanger his life, 

And venture ſo far—but how vaſt their ſurprit 
When they heard that he came for his wife! 
When they heard, &c. 


To find out a puniſhment due to the fault, 


Old Pluto long puzzl'd his brain; Bu 


Nes 
A 
The one t 
Is a mii 
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he wants 
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PI juſth 
Thile (wee 
Shall mz 
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Ince all th 
Is what a 
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But hell had not torments ſufficient he thought, 
So he gave him his wife back again, 
80 he gave him, &c. 


But pity ſucceeding ſoon vanquiſh'd his heart, 
And pleas'd, with his playing ſo well, 

He took her again in reward of his art; 
Such power had muſic in hell ! 
Such power had muſic in hell ! 


— 


SONG 214. 


O glory I covet, no riches I want, 
Ambition 1s nothing to me ; 
The one thing I beg of kind heav'n to grant, 
Is a mind independent and free, 


With paſſions unruMed, untainted with pride, 
By reaſon my life let me ſquare : 
he wants of my nature are cheaply ſupply'd, 
And the reſt are but folly and care, 


he bleſſings, which providence freely has lent, 
PII juitly and gratefully prize; 

Thile ſweet meditation and chearful content 
Shall make me both healthy and wiſe. 


n the pleaſures the great man's poſſeſſions diſplay, 
Unenvy'd Pl1 challenge my part; 

or ev'ry fair object my eyes can ſurvey 
Contributes to gladden my heart. 


ow vainly, thro? infinite trouble and ſtrife, 
Do many their labours employ ; 

ince all that is truly delightful in life, 

Is what all, if they will, may enjoy. 
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Unleſs ſhe 


.-SONG 215. The Fate 

Taylor there was, and he liv'd in a garret, Y 

| Who ne'er in his days taſted champaigne I D'ye thin 
claret.; | | | {pc 

With high ſoups, or ragouts, he never was fed, None whon 
Advance 1 


But cabbage, believe me, was bis daily. bread, 

| | Derry down, down. A taylor i: 

His work he purfu'd without any repining, 

When bleſs'd with a pint of three-threads for his 
lining; es 

Till Cupid, whoſe arrows moſt cruelly treat us, 

With a ſeamſtreſs's bodkin deſtroy'd his guietus 


The taylor 
And maki. 
pea 
woman | 
Vas juſt Ii 


No longer a birth-night affords any pleaſure, Then the 


His patterns lie ſcatter'd, in tatters his meaſure: he « 
His bills, he contrives not with items to ſwell, or her pal 
Silk, twiſt, tape and buckram, he damns them Tho to tur 

hell. | | | he might | 
Cupid pitying his caſe, at length flew to his ads he work 
And help'd him to fine-draw the hole he Had ſwore 

made; her 
He bade him be bold, and not ſtand like a mu mall 


And never give out till he'd finiſh'd his ſuit, hat (I kni 


her } 

He viſits the ſeamſtre's with aukward addreſs, 
Proteſts on her kindneſs hung his happineſs : Way hand 
But ſhe ſcornfully ſneer'd at his ipeeches e appear“ 
wheedle, | one but «< 
For ſhe, lack-a-day ! was as ſharp as a needle, unty? 


Ir Crols-leg 
He told her on hon'rable terms he was come, 
And begg'd he might ſoon be inform'd of 
doom ; 1 

- nid 
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Unleſs ſhe'd conſent to be ſhortly his wife, 
The Fate's ſhears would ſoon cut off his remnant 


N of life. | 

ret, 

eo D've think, cry'd the ſeamſtreſs, PI take for a 
ſpouſe, 


„ More whom no one eſteems three ſkips of a louſe; 
Advance in your favour whatever you can, 
un. A taylor is but the ninth part of a man. 


The taylor proceeded with lying, intreating; 

And making ſuch ſpeeches which ſcarce bear re- 
peating; f 

A woman unmarry'd was uſeleſs he ſaid, 

Vas juſt like a needle without any thread. 


hen the prieſt ſhould have tack'd them together, 
he cry'd, 

or her palate, when dainty, he'd nicely provide; 

Tho' to turkeys and capons he could not aſpire, 

ne might always be ſure of a gooſe at the fire. 


ure; 
ell, 
em (0 


ks ſhe work'd he commended her fingers ſonimble! 

ind ſwore that her eyes were more bright than 

her thimble ; 

bo? ſmall was his wit, he ſo ated his part, 

nat (I know not how *twas) but he cabbag'd 
her heart, 


s 1d, 
e hat 


way hand in hand to the chapel they went A 

or appear'd in their viſage the leaſt diſcontent ; 

one but _ could the conjugal knot have 
unty'd ; 

Ir croſs-legg*d together they ſat till they dy'd. 


+Aa SONG 
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. SONG 216, SrorkTsMan's Hart, 
. Have a tenement to let, | 
A 1 Will pleaſe both great and ſmall, fir, 
1 And if you'd know the name of it, 
„ I call it ſportſman's-hall,, fir. 


It's ſeated in a pleaſant vale, 
Near to a riſing hill, ſir, 

And through it runs a purling ſtream, 
Would turn a little mill, far. 


It is not roof*d with flate or tile. 
Nor is it piec'd nor patch'd, ſir, 
Yet a drop of rain can ne'er get in, 
It is fo nicely thatch'd, fir: 
If I do not let it ſoon, 
By Jove I'll have it cry'd, fir, 
For what's the uſe of ſuch a thing 
If it is not occupied, fir. 


This houſe is very dark at night; 
And ſo it is by day, ſir; 

Vet if you enter once aright, 
You cannot miſs your way, fir ; 

When once you're in puſh boldly on 
As far as e'er you can, fir ; 

And if you reach the farther end, 
You'll be where ne'er was man, fir, 


There is no window to this houſe, 
Nor is there but one door, ſir, 

No parlours nor fine rooms up ſtairs, 
But juſt the middle floor, fir, 

Yet, let not this diſcourage you, 
For ere you long are there, ſir ; 

What though your furniture be large, 
You'll find you've room to ſpare, ſir, 
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On two 
Yet tl 
You can 
You c 
Though 
This! 
It is fo c 


"Twil 


t is ſarr 
Where 
Of hairs 
The 1: 
Of cone) 
You'll 
And if ir 
You ni 


This hoy 
In it js 
It is in vi 
And h 
The ſort 
now 
He muſt 
Get up 


One that 
And ſo 
That han 
Whene 
If he dot} 
I ne'er 


But if he 
Him or 
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On two rais'd pillars ſtands this houſe, 
Yet though ſo high the door, fir, 
You can't get fairly in, unleſs 
You creep upon all-four, fir. 
Though there is ne'er a ſoul within 
This little door t' unlock, fir : 
I: is fo cunningly contriv'd, 


"Twill open if you knock, fir, 


It is ſurrounded by a wood, 
Where there 1s game in plenty : 
Of hairs ſo ſtout, you ſcarce can find 
The like 1n places twenty : 
Of coney-hunting day and night 
You'll have your full enjoyment : 
And if in cocking you delight ; 
You ne'er will want employment. 


This houſe is warm without a fire, 
In it is p ace and plenty, 
It is in very good repair, 
And has ſtood years but twenty; 
The ſort of tenant I would chuſe 
| now will tell you fairly, 
He muſt be young and one that can 
Get up both late and early. 


One that cultivates the land, 
And ſows it in due ſeaſon, 
That handles well the thraſhing flail, 
Whene'er there is occaſion: 
[f he doth this, T promiſe him 
I ne*er for rent will call, fir : 
But if he fails, I will eject 
Him out of Sportſman's hall, fir, 


Aa 2 SONG 


[ 280 J 
SONG 217, The Covars$nir, 


Beautiful lady in fair London town, 
Was woo'd by a Frenchman, a teapue, 
and a clown, 
With others that fain would be bone of her bone; 
And the courtſhip, gentlefolks, Ill relate to you 

now : | 
The firſt that appeared was a man of the mode, 
A Frenchman by birth, Spitalfield's his abode ; 
He addreſs'd this fair lady (en taſte alamode,) 
And thus he ſaid ; 


Madame. you be de very pretty lady I ever fa 
in all my life; you make my very heart jump fir 
joy, to ſee dat taper waiſt, dat lily white hand, 
does ſnowy vite bubbies; by gar, madame, your 
eyes be two burning glaſſes, dat ſet my ſoul on 
fire; eh, madame, me die for love of you, juſt nos 
preſently ; eh! madame, me will love you, and 
me will marry you. With my tol de rol, &c. 


The next was a teague from Dublin come o'er, 

Quite proud to ſet foot on Britannia's ſhore ; 

Ah! hone, my ſhoul, he was deviliſh proud, but 
damnable poor, 

And thus he ſaid : 


Arrah! by my ſhoul, dear honey, joy, now 
madam, if you was in Dublin city, I'd be after 
ſwearing you was one of the fineſt ladies in al 
England, ſetting aſide my lord lieutenant, and tue 
or three thouſand more. Look you, dear joy, 
am as great as any man in Ireland. Look vol, 
Pve brought over with me from Dublin city, it 


own felf, as much money as you and yourſe 
cal 


can carry 
diamond 
and the « 
don't me 


living. 


The next 
With his 
He addre 
And thus 


Fair Ir 
profane, 
lon ; look 
thee, in t 
the ſpirit 
become b 
up ſeed ui 
ful as the 
ſide, even 


The next 
If ſo we n 
He ſwore 
And thus 


For wit! 
dam, my 
with a riv 
the wall; 
imile ; cu 
upon their 
great as C. 
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can carry; and have a preſent of a ring, with a 
diamond in the middle of it as big as a potatoe; 
and the devil take my ſhoul, dear hone, joy, if J 
don't make you as good a huſband as no man 


living. With my tol de rol, Cc. 


The next that appear'd was a quaker ſo prim, 
With his primitive face, and a very broad brim, 
He addreffed this fair lady w.thout moving a limb; 
And thus he ſaid : 9 


Fair lamp of earth; ſhun the addreſſes of the 
profane, and fly the wickedneſs of this our Baby- 
lon ; look untowards me, even as [look untowards 
thee, in the ſpirit of love, in the ſpirit of truth, in 
the ſpirit of faithfulneſs. Fain would I have thee 
become bone of my bone; yea, and I would raiſe 
up ſeed unto thee, yea, and thou ſhalt prove faith- 
ful as the tender vine, which groweth by the water 
ide, even ſo ſay I Ezekiel Zeccharias. Humph! 

With my tol lol, Sc. 


The next that appear'd was a terrible blade, 
If ſo we may jay, was a ſoldier by trade; 

He ſwore that no other this lady ſhould wed, 
And thus he ſaid : 


For with z—ds and blood, fire and ſword, ma- 
dam, my name 1s capt. Flaſh; and if e'er I meet 
Witt a rival to your beauty, I'll ſtick him againſt 
ine wall; ſlay thouſands, madam, to make you 
Imile; cut off their legs and make them dance 
upon their ſtumps to give you joy; I'm noble and 
great as Cæſar, dm me! 

WWith my tol, lol, derol, c. 


A a 3 The 


«= 
The next that appeared was a Devonſhire clown, 8 C 
Who to court this fine lady was ſent up to town; 
He made a low bow, then ſat him down, 


And thus he ſaid ; | | M“ 


Ads wounds and heart! vair maid, your's main + ne 
vine in your laced lappets and filken gown lk * 
know not how to face ſuch a vine lady as you, 10 . 

, ; Provided 
not J, Ile &en go into my own country and aſk va. Wood 
ther. Ads wounds, if you was down in our good 4 beg 
tawyn, vather mult e'en take down one zide on The n 


hauſe to let you in. Odd's lickens, there are eye; 
as black as any ſoot, cheeks as red as hung beef 


and bubbies as plump and as ſoft as good vat b , tate 


can; and ſo to make no more bones on't, and an . 

you'll have me, why I'll have you, and that's ali * © of ” 

I can ſay to the matter, vair miſtreſs, and J. 
7 I, He. 

With my tol, & Woo'd w. 

The next that appear'd was a jolly briſk tar, 3 y the 

With admiral Pococke enrich'd by the war; ta 

And he of all others thought himſelf on a par But the 

And thus he ſaid; 2 

The neig! 

Well. my heart, we are now within gun-ſhot . 5 Was 

each other; yousgmay as well bring to, and let tit Thro, 


parſon laſh us together, Here am I, tho” I izyl 
that ought not to ſay it, as well rigg'd as yer Yet 1 wil 
man in London, ( thou art a tight lik 4 
frigate, and well rigg'd too) Now if you was gut Aer, 
nel deep, in a good feather ded, and 1 along f - 
of you; if you got a head of me, I'd croud i 
the ſail I could to come up with you ; I'd bug Nor 
your poop, I'd laſh my main yard faſt to your i 
board quarter, and if I did'nt find out your gay 
way, dme With my tot, & 


SON 


And he 


WAitli 
1 
«Va bro 
a 
let both! 


N lis 
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SONG 218. Tag Rukrart Lass. 


Y father and mother, what ail 'em, 
Pretend I'm too young to be wed ? 
They expect, but in troth I ſhall fail em, 
That I finiſh my chairs and my bed. 


Provided our minds are but cheary, 
Wooden chairs wou'd not argue a glove, 
Any bed will hold me and my deary, 
The main chance in wedlock is love. 


My father, when aſk'd if he'd lend us 
An horſe to the parſon to ride; 

in a wheel-barrow offer'd to ſend us, 
And John for the footman beſide. 


Wou'd we never had aſk'd him; for whip it! 
To the church, tho' two miles and a half, 
Twice as far *twere a pleaſure to trip it ; 
ut then how the people would laugh. 


The neighbours are nettled moſt ſadly, 
© Was e'er ſuch a forward bold thing? 
„ Sure girl never ated ſo madly !” 


Thro' the pariſh theſe backbitings ring. 


Yet I will he married to-morrow, 
And charming young Harry's the man; 
My brother's blind nag we can borrow, 
And he may prevent us that can. 


Not waiting for parent's conſenting, 
M brotner took Nell of the green; 


1 8 
let both tar enough from repenting, 


Now live like a KING and a queen. 


124 J 


Pray when will your gay things of London, A fig for 


Produce ſuch a ſtrapper as NelPs ? [a linſ, 
There wives by their huſbands are undone, Your fine 
+ As Saturday's news-paper tells. My do 
Polly Barnley ſaid over and over, [ envy no 

I ſoon ſhould be left in the lurch; Nor wc 
For Harry ſhe knew, was a rover, To eat all 

And never would venture to church, Enough 
And I know the ſorrows that wound her, Sar. 

He courted her once he confeſt; 15 * * 
With another too great, when he found her, he na 

He bade her take him ſhe lik'd beſt. 2 Ds 
But all who are like her, or wou'd be, 

May learn from my Harry and me; 

If maids wou'd be maids while they ſhou'd be, 
How faithful their ſweet-hearts would be. OC. 
66 
My mother ſays, cloathing and feeding Rad then | 
Will ſoon make me fick of à brat : L Free fror 
But, tho' J prove fick in my breeding, Here lur 

I care not a farthing for that. He look 
For if I'm not hugely miſtaken, one ſtarted 

n While plea 

We can live by the ſweat of our brow; "a 

. . Sure J 
Stick a hog once a year for fat bacon, ke ſhephe 

And all the year round kzep a cow. Ind claſp”, 

5 “My de 
T value no dainties a button, 

Coarſe food will our ſtomachs allay hen by a 
If we cannot get veal, beef, and mutton, thouſand 

A chine and a pudding we may. His love 


dhe call'd o 
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A fig for your richeit broca ing; 
la linſey there's nothing that's baſe ; 
Your finery ſoon ſets a fading, 
My dowlaſs will lalt beyond lace, 


[envy not wealth to a miſer, 

Nor wou'd I be plagu'd with his fore : 
To eat all, and wear all, is wiſer ; 

Enough muſt be better than more. 


do nothing ſhall tempt me from Harry, 
His heart 1s as true as the ſun : 

Eve with Adam was order'd to marry ; 
The world it ſhould end as begun, 


SONG 21g. 


O Cælia thus fond Damon ſaid, 

« See here a moſly carpet laid ;” 
And then her hand he preſs'd. 
« Free from the world's intruding eye, 
Here lurks, my dear, no buſy ſpy.” 


He look'd and ſigh'd the reſt. 


dhe ſtarted with a feign'd ſurprize, 

While pleaſure ſparkled in her eyes, 
Sure Damon does not mean---" 

he ſhepherd ſtop'd her with a kiſs, 

ind claſp'd her panting breaſt to his, 
“My dear we are not ſeen.” 


hen by a thouſand kiſſes more, 

thouſand tender oaths he ſwore, 

His love ſhould never end : 

dne call'd on all the pow'rs above, 

None 


| 126 
None heard her but the God of Love, mating t: 


And he was Damon's friend. ſmart the 

| darling « 

* And is there then no help?“ ſhe ſaid, nuſt own 
© By Damon to be thus betray'd !” could fro 

Then hung her head and bluſh'd: ture, muſt 

« Oh! Damon, will you yet be good;“ reſtthat | 

The ſhepherd ſmil'd, and ſwore he wou'd, may be, t 

She ſigh'd and all was huſh'd. ſor | Goo 


there's cla 
that's ne" 
early horn 
place, wit 
the | ſive 
with bluſh: 
the merry, 
up in the 
ſteer, to un 


the night! 


ou 
9 — & __ © IO 7 


SONG 220. A New Mzorzr. 


— 


bitter, O tell me whence | comes it, neighbour 

ck that you, with taite uncommon, have play 
the girls this trick, and wedded an; | old ys. 
man cloathed in grey, whoſe daughter was charn- 
ing and young ; | Roger came tapping at Dolly! 


I F love's a ſweet paſſion how can 1t torment; i 
1 


window, tumpaty, tumpaty, tump, he begg'd fir = - ou 
admittance, ſhe anſwer'd him no, no; | no, no, nl © 1 
no, I muſt not try, I cannot fly, I muſt not du. TTY 
not cannot. | Fly care to the winds thus I blowthet 
away, I'll drown thee in wine if thou dare fort 
| ſtay, ſhepherd ſtay, I prithee ſtay, did not you ſe 
her | Go roſe my Chloe's boſom grace, my Chloe 
boſom grace, how, | happy, happy, happy pa Th 
none but the brave, none but the brave, none bit 
the brave deſerve the | Faireſt of the virgin th bee 
doſt thou ſeek thy ſwain's abode, ſee yon ferii 
vale along the new worn | paths, the flocks hull And he ſ 
leave the mountains, the woods the turtle dog have little 
the nymphs forſake the fountains, ere I forla For little 
my goddeſs Czlia heavenly fair, as lilies {weth 
as ſoft as air; let looſe thy treſſes, ſpread Then reply 
charms, and to my love, give | o'er your fool ſaid 


pratinh Lo induc 


1 

mating talk no more of | all the girls that are ſa 
\nart there's none like charming Sally, ſhe is the 
darling of my | Chloe has dimples and ſmiles I 
nuſt own, but tho? ſhe cou'd ſmile yet in truth ſhe 
could frown, but | tell me, tell me charming crea- 
ture, muſt l always love in | vain dear Chloe you ſug- 
reſtthat I in a humour was late as any good fellow 
may be, to think of no matters of ſtate, but ſeek 
ſor | Good fellows all that love to be told where 
there's claret good ſtore, attend to the call of one 
that's ne'er frighted but greatly delighted with 

early horn ſalute the morn that gilds this charming 
place, with chearful cries bid echo riſe and join 
the | ſweet roſy morning peeps over the hills, 


4 with bluſhes adorning the meadows and fields, while 
* the merry, merry, merry horn | calls us tipplers all 
＋ up in the morn, to the mitre or the rummer we 
dam! leer, to unharbour the belt liquor there; | And all 
* the night long, with wine, punch and ſong, we 
oF A t:ke off our glaſſes ſo chearful and free, our joys 
* will abound while the liquor goes round, no mortals 
| au on earth are ſo happy as we. 

Wider __ 85 
for to 
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'hloe! 


The LITrTIE Man. and Maid. 


HERE was a little man, and he woo'd a 
little maid, 

and he ſaid, little maid, will you wed, wed, wed, 

| ave little more to ſay, than will you aye or nay, 


For little ſaid is ſooneſt mended. 


en 1 8 the little maid, little ſir, you've little 
aid, | 
To induce a little maid, to wed, wed, wed, 


0 as nm 


| XX BB 
You muſt ſay a little more, and produce a little 
dow'r, 


Ere I make a little print in your bed, bed, bed. 


For unveil 
By, cou 
Whilſt you 
Beauteo! 
Then the little man repli'd, if you'll be my little 
P11 raiſe my love a little higher, [ bride, 
Tho! I little love to prate, my little heart is great, 
With the little god of love all on fire, 


There the 
Sighing 
There ext 
Him to 
Then the little maid reply'd, ſhould I be your | 
little bride, 
Pray what ſhall we do for to eat, eat, eat, 
Will the flame you'r ſo rich in, ſerve the fire in 
| the kitchen, 
Or the little god of love turn the ſpit, ſpit, ſpit 


Con the | 
To the 
And in tr: 
Charms 


Lore perſu 
Vent hi. 
do he bolc 
Tales of 


Then the little man he ſigh'd, ſome ſay a little 
cry'd, 
For his little breaſt was big with ſorrow ; 
I am your little ſlave if the little that I have, 
Is too little, little dear, I will borrow. 


SON 
Or, His 


So the little man ſo gent, made the little maid 
relent 
And ſet her little heart all a thinking, 
Tho' his offers were but ſmall, ſhe took his litt!? 


And could have of a cat but her ſkin, [all Injerit 
SONG 222. mw 
YLVIA, on her arm, reclining pay ke 


In a ſhady cool ietreat ; 
Lay in looſe attire, deſigning, fal la la, &c. 
To avoid the ſultry heat. 


For 
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ide MW for unveil'd, ſhe thought, no ſtander 
By, could view the lovely fair; 
ed, wuiltt young zephyrs came and fann'd her, fal, &c 
Beauteous face with fragrant air. 
ittle | 
ide, There the blooming nymph lay panting, 
reat, Sizhing for her abſent ſwain; 
There extended ſhe lay wanting, fal, &c. 
Him to eaſe her love- ſick pain. 
Our | 
zoon the happy youth who won her, 
To the kind retreat drew near, 
e in and in tranſport gaz'd upon her, fal, &c. 
Charms repos'd in {lumber there. 
ſpit. 
l Lore perſuaded *twas no fin to 
little Vent his flames without debate; 
do he boldly ventur'd into, fal, &c. 
Tales of love with Sylvia ſtrait. 


vn 


SONG 223. The STOCKS: 


maid 

Or, Hon Chavez in CHaNnce-ALLEY* 

In/cribed to thoſe honourable Gentlemen the 
BULLSandBEARS. 


ERE you ſee, without deluſion 
1 All is buſtle and confuſion ; 
Nnavery is the only plan, fir, 
ll are cheating who cheat can, fir, 
Doodle, doodle, doo, &c. 


For + B b | Here 


_ - 


—_ e 
= — 
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Now we'd better court alliance; 


1 
Here the daily lie encreaſes; 
Now its war; and now it peace is; 
Judge you for what this is meant, fir ? 


To get things up ten per cent, fir. 
Doodle, doodle, doo, & This is 


This ke 
Thoſe v 


Pray obſerve that ſneaking figure! ep 
Mark his looks, ſo wan and meagre ! Previn 7 
Scrip he'll buy, or will diſpenſe, fir, FI 
Tho” not worth a thouſand pence, fir, 

Doodle, doodle, doo, &, Butchers 
Here the great man. truth can ſwear it, prom 
Sends his pimp to Bull and Bear it; Fortunes 


He can ſet the market going; 


For my lord 1s very knowing ! 
Doodle, doodle, doo, &, Here for 


Now the French are finely beaten ; IH an. 
Now the Britiſh bands retreating ; They "thy 


Now we're ſick, and now we're well, fir, 


That theſe may buy; and thoſe may ſell, fir, 
Doodle, doodle, doo, &, 


But it By 
Out they 
And, red 
Curſe Rod 


Now we hurl at Spain deſiance; 


Now we take their towns away, ſir; 


Now we neither do nor ſay, fir. 


Doodle, doodle, doo, &. 
Thus are 


Gamblin 8 
Let them 
The ſtock 


Now one minifer's diſguſted; 
Now another can't be truſted; 
Now he's in, and now he's out, fir ; 


Up and down and turn-about, fir. 
Doodle, doodle, doo, &. 


With the news of fights and ſieges, 
Each the other here obliges; Th 


8 
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This keeps rogu'ry in play, fir ; 

Thoſe who will believe it may, fir. 

Doodle, doodle, doo, &c 


» & WM This is fun, if people think fo; 
Yet the government will wink ſo; 
Theſe good folks the world ſurprize, fir, 
Preying on the ſtate's ſupplies, fir, 
Doodle, doodle, doo, &c. 


„Ke. Butchers, barbers, coblers, taylors, 


Painters, parſons, clerks, and gaolers, 
Leave their counters, ſcorn their trade, fir ; 


Fortunes here are ſooner made, fir. . 
Doodle, doodle, doo, &c. 


. Here for time they're ſelling, buying; 


dome refuſing; ſome complying; 
If in payment there's a flaw, ſir; 


They're above the reach of law, ſir. 
Doodle, doodle, doo, &c. 


KO pat it Bull, and Bear, don't tally, 
Out they waddle from the alley; 
And, reduc'd to humbler ſtate, ſir, 

Curſe ſtock-jobbing, and their fate, ſir. 


Doodle, doodle, doo, &. 


Ke. 
0 Thus zre knaves and fools purſuing 

Gambling, to their country's ruin ; 
Let them loſe, or let them win, fir, 
The ſtocks above they ſhou'd be in, ſir, 
Doodle, doodle, doo, &c. 


, Ke. 
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SONG 224. Tag Man Mipwire, WM His wife 


| As moſt 
Tune: A Cotler there was, c. Netermin 


[f anothe! 


OME liſten good people a while to my ditt), 
. Thus much I will ſay for't, 'tis true if not 
witty ; I 
And truth in all ages was ever confeſs'd 
To fiction ſuperior—however expreſs'd. 
| Derry dun, 


To a doc 
Whoſe m 
She told! 
Then pul 


There liv'd in the city a knight of great fame, 
(My readers, I hope, will excuſe me his name) 
For tho' the muſe loves to be jocund and gay, 
She ne'er by her mirth ſhall the harmleſs betray, 


But juſt ii 
While the 
dir Huſky 


Derry deus, Cry'd, ra] 
ard 
This knight had a wife of ſo tempting a look, 
That by many ſhe might for a Venus be took; Goth me 
And faith their conjectures would not be placd For a lie . 
Wrong, 1 My dear 
For a Venus ſhe was—as you'll learn from mi Te dot 
ſong. : 
Derry dew 
1-5 : told him 
This wife was the cordial, the balm of his hear, I And the 
In raptures he'd call her his life's better part; fait 


And her ſpouſe I can tell you, was not ſo amis, None potion 
But ſometimes in bed was a little remiſs Will make 
Derry down 


Sir Huſky was wealthy, and wealth brought r that's all 

care, F | 
To the gifts of kind fortune, he wanted an hel; King * 
But I need not repeat what I've ſaid o'er again, ¶ And a has 
Yet all he could do for an heir was, in vain, 
| Derry donut 


„„ 
His wife who was troubled to ſee him uneaſy, 
As moſt wives (ye huſbands) are willing to pleaſe 
Determin'd to try and relieve ſpouſy's care, [ye, 
f another could get for fir Huſky an heir. 
Derry down. 


To a doctor ſhe ſent, who reſided juſt by, 
Whoſe manly deportment had long took her eye; 
She told him her caſe, and he pity'd her grief, 
Then pull'd out a phial to give her relief. 

Derry down. 


But juſt in the nick of this grand operation, 
While the doctor was giving the fair her potation; 
dir Huſky came in, who loud in a pet, 
Cry'd, rape ! murder ! thieves ! zounds, fir what 
are you at? 
Derry down. 


Quoth madam, (as women are ne'er at a loſs, 
for a lie to eſcape with, when things happen croſs) 
My dear, pray be quiet, and don't make a noiſe, 
The doctor's but trying to add to our joys. 

Derry downs. 


[told him the caſe, that you wanted an heir, 
And _ EY he ſays, he can do right and 
air; 
One potion he's given, and ſays, a few more 
Will make me as fruitful a wife as &er bore. 
Derry down. 


If that's all the matter, quoth he, Pm well pleas'd, 
From all care and trouble I now ſhall be eas'd; 


Rind doctor, I thank you, pray do your endeavour, 


and a handſome reward ſhall repay you the favour, 


Derry down. 
'The 


Bb 3 
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The doctor took leave, highly vleas'd with his fee, Ml Sweet cre 
And often would call his fair patient to ſee; That now 
His luſcious love potion hie often apply'd, 
Which in leſs than a year the old knight ſatisfy, 
Derry down, WM But ſhe w 


| 1 
1 And hut 
SONG 225. Igls RH Sox. = 
. Wiles 5 aw . 
Tune: Men I wwas à young man, T ſat in, WEE” 
HE, girls of Kilkenny, ſo buxom and friſky, _— ny 
Wou'd oftentimes treat me with claret and 1 
whiſky. * 
8 Beotheroo, Didatros. 
Cauſe why, Icou'd dance, ſing and caper fo gaily, uy all 
And my heart was as Rout as the heart of Shils Pa! 
iey. 
Bei beroe, Didderu, o boldly 
But Cupid the blinker that arch miſchief maker lor ĩt may 
For Ruggedy Madge caus'd my bowels to quake 
lir. Then whi 
Batheroo, Diddern, wit 
and call) 
Oh! Ruggedy Madge was the fair creature's name 
hr, 
For whom my poor boſom was all in a flame ir © 
Botheroo, Diaderu 
But oh ! when I came to addreſs and adore her, T 
I tumbled down backwards ſtrait forwards betare 
her. RISE 
Botherco, Diadem. Wit 


Sweet 


and 
eros. 


ally, 
hilas 


teres. 


ker, 
uake 


aero. 
name 


je fir, 
Aeris. 


her, 
Jetore 


Jaertts 


Sweet 
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dweet creature ſaid I—can yau faney a lover, 
That now will conceal what he now will diſcover, 
Botheroo, Diadaderoo. 


But ſhe with her looks and her tongue gan to jeer 
me, 

and ſhutting her eyes—was reſolv'd not to hear 
me. 


Botheroo, Didderoo. 
suck dumb with this uſage, ſaid I you falſe 


creature, 
You'll meet with your match neither ſooner nor 
later. 8 


Botheroo, Diadderoo. 


Then all ye young lovers by me take a warning, 
And pay no regard to their flouting and ſcorning. 
Batheroo, Didderoc. 


do boldly reſolve to be buxom and jolly, 
[or it magnifies nothing to die melancholy. 
Botheroo, Didaeroo. 


Then when you are dead, they will treat you 
with laughter, 
and call you a fool all your life ever after. 
Batheroo, Diaderoa. 


SONG 226. 
The His rox of the late WAR. 


RISE, Britannia, ſtrike th' attentive ear, 
With Britiſh deeds perform'd in modern 
war; 


Sing 
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Sing bow thy ſons, warm'd with their grand-fire' 
fire 
To conqueſt, wealth and glory re-aſpire. 
The goddeſs hear: and {miles : elate to tell 
How Albion roſe to fame, how Gallia fell. 


(Tune: Give ear to a frolicſome ditty.) 


Come liſten a while to my ſtory, 
"Tis fit for true Britons to hear, 
How England aſſumed her glory, 
And Frenchmen reſumed their fear. 


Tel, hl, &. 
(Tune : The Attic fire.) 


When gentle peace's olive branch, 
Had ſtill d our jars with faithleſs France, 
Britons their arms laid by ; 
But France, whoſe faith is all a joke, 
The ſacred bond of honour broke, 
And every treaty's tie, 


(Tune: In ftory wwe re told. 


Then ſays cur good kings 
Tis a very hard thing, 
My friend Lewis ſhould be ſo uncivil: 
Since all bounds he o'cr leaps, 
I will ſeize all his ſhips, 
And blow all his forts to the devil. 


RECITATIVE. 


Then ſtrait he ſent out full as brzve a train, 

As ever courted fame on land or main : 

Their mighty acts will dignify my ſong 3; ' 

Some III repeat, for all will be too long. 7 
une 


Have yor 
Their 

Maloe's, 
Stores, 


He | 


This wor 
fe: 
To Cherb 
fir, 
To Chert 
em 
But in ont 
fir 
But ſirſt we 
ſir 
To tell thi 


(Tune, 


Bat when 
He knot 
And who 1 
To let 1 
What new 
What n 
We're Com 


And tha 


Confounde 


Thus the T 


e's 


Ee. 


Tune 


ap. A 
(Tune: Watkin's Breeches.) 


Have you not heard how Marlbro' burnt 
Their ſhipping at St. Maloe's ? 
Maloe's, Maloe's, ſhipping at St. Maloe's 
Stores, proviſions, ſhips and all, | 
He burn'd at St, Maloe's. 


(Tune: Ally Croaker.) 


This work when compleat, with hearts void of 
fear, fir, 


To Cherburgh, their courſe they directly did ſteer, 


ir, 

To Cherburgh, whoſe works, near an age had 
employ'd, fir, 

But in one glorious day was by Britain deſtroy'd 
fir : | 

Butfirſt we ſent a trumpet, on ſeeing their alarm, 
fir, 

To tell them our bufineſs in order and form, fir. 


(Tune, Lord Thomas he was a bold foreſter.) 


but when that he came to Cherburgh gate, 
He knock'd hard at the ring, 

and who was ſo ready as the governor, 
To let the bold trumpeter in. 

What news, what news, thou bold trumpeter, 
What news doſt thou bring unto me? 

We're come to deſtroy both your baſon and works, 
And that 1s bad news for thee. 


RECITATIVE. 


Confounded at the news, with meagre face, 
Thus the poor governor bewail'd his caſe. 


Tune: 
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(Tune : The charge is prepar d.) 
The Engliſh are come, our fate is decreed, . 
Ah! toutes les ſaints aye pitie de nous 
Such force and ſuch courage no ſtrength can im. 
pede; 
The devil confound all the helliſh crew, C 
Then farewel fair town, noble baſon adieu! 8 
Morbleu ! I muſt fly; wou'd you cou'd ſo too; 
Here ſets our bright ſun, here begins our diſgrace, 0 
For the rouz'd Engliſh lion, no Frenchman can F 


bd nd # 


face. O 
(Tune: Our goodly ſhip ſhe was loaden deep.) T 
So the works we burnt, and the tones we ſunk, O1 
And the governor he did run away ; 

And the flags we brought unto old England, M. 
For to ſhew that we had won the day, Ar 
| | Te 
(Tune: 4 Cobler there was.) 

Twas our brave fathers, renown'd of yore, 
Spread death and deſtruction on Gallia's fa... 


ſhore 

Thus our Edwards and Henry's, our Benbons 
and Shovels, 

Us'd to thraſh the French raſcals within their omnW The Ra 


hovels. 
SONG 227. | OME | 
Ize te 
Gop ſave the K1nc. | zeen 
Such places 
OD ſave great GROROE our King, In that fame 
Long live our noble King, Oh brave 
In that fa 


God fave the King! 
Send 


1 299 ] 
Send him viRorious, 
Happy and glorious, 
Long to reign over us, 


God ſave the King ! 
O Lord, our God, ariſe, 


Scatter his enemies, 

And make them fall : 
Confound their politics, 
Fruſtrate their knaviſh tricks; 
On thee our hopes we fix, 


O ſave us all! 


/ Thy choiceſt gifts in ſtore 
ak, On GEoRGE be pleas'd to pour, 
Long may he reign ! 
| May he defend our laws, 
And ever give us cauſe 
To ſing with heart and voice, 
God ſave the King! 


boy! SONG 228. 
one The Rarities of London. A MepLEY. 
(Ge ho Dobbin.) 


OME Roger, and liſten to where I have been, 
Ize tell thee what wonderful zights I have 
zeen ; 
duch places for paſtime, as now bear renown, 
In that famous zity, call'd fair London town! 
Oh brave London! Oh ſweet London! 
In that famous zity, call'd fair London town. 


Send John 
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( John and Betty.) 
Firſt you muſt know, 
That we did go 

Into the zity; 
And zaw, not far 
From Temple- Bar, 

The wax - work pretty. 


{ I made love to Kate) 


Then they carried me 
To church built by St. Paul ; 

Tho? thouſands I did zee, 
'Twas« bigger than 'em all; 

And up the winding ſtairs, 
Amaz'd, we did aſcend ; 

So many, waunds ! I thought 
We ne'er ſhould zee an end ; 

But how I gap'd and ſtar'd, 
When to the top we came ! 

Had you been in my place, 
Why you'd have done the ſame. 


(Tom loves Mary paſſing well.) 


To Guild-Hall next we did repair, 
That we might view the giants; 
They told me they ſtood always there, 
To bid the French defiance; 
That when the heard the clock ſtrike one, 
They would come down and greet me: 
I cod ! I did not like ſuch vun, 
I was afraid they'd eat me. 


( Stick a pin there.) 
And then to the Tower away we all ſcroll'd, 
The lions, the armour, and crown to behold ; 


When th 
In old H 
Stic 


M 


Back to 
Where 
Bat I ney 
Such a 
Then the 
What 1 
But the 
That 1 


At play-h 
A man w. 
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When the ſhow-man at laſt bid the laſſes ſo fair, 
u old Harry's pincuſhion ſtick a pin there, 
Stick a pin there, &c. 


(My fond ſhepherds of late were ſo bleſs.) 


Back to Weſtminſter-Abbey we ſtray'd, 
Where are zeen all the kings, queens and tombs; 
But I never zaw, zince I was made, 
Such a number of deadly high rooms ; 
Then the organs play'd up too ſo fine; 
What the boys ſung, I underſtood not ; 
But the peoplen chorus, did join, 
That in heav'n I thought I was got. 


(The Attic Fire.) 


At play-houſe too I did admire 

A man who walk'd upon a wire, 
As thof it was the ground ; 

And then the zails of our old mill, 

When mov'd, compar'd with him, ſtand till, 
So valt he did turn round. 


(Kitty Fell.) 


But now the time, alas! was come, 
When I muſt think of going home, 

Ah me, unhappy clown! 
| dreamt of what I'd zeen all night, 
And early by the morning light, 

[ left dear London town. 
Charming London ! happy London ! 
Adieu! dear London! London town. 


x4 Ce SONG 
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SONG 229. The Rake and the FIA. 


OM Ramble, a rake of true catholic hope, 
Who look'd for ſalvation thro” faith in the 
Pope; 
With qualms of contrition one morning was taken, 
His conſcience declaring'twas high time to reckon, 


His ſteps to a convent---the gallant addreſs'd, 
Io pour his tranſgreſſions in Dominic's breaſt; 
He tore his lac'd ruffles, diſgrac'd his toupee, 
He broke his couteau, land he fell down on his knee, 


e Oh father! loſt reſt to a ſinner reſtore, 

« Theſe pieces are many, my treſpaſſes more; 
This ſaid, from his pocket he drew out a purſe, 
Which ey'd by the father, his anſwer was thus: 


«© Son, truſt mother church, for ſhe'll ever confer, 
« Indulgence on him that's indulgent to her, 
Let indigent wretches be ſcar'd for their ſouls, 
« Remiſſion ſhe grants on receipt of piſtoles; 

« The gate of her mercy. to all 1s unbarr'd, 

4% To all ſuch I mean, as come duly prepar'd.“ 


The ſinner encourag'd to make his confeſſion : 
Devoutly begins to tell his tranſgreſſion: 


«© A ſhepherdeſs harmleſs and young I betray'd, 
* found her, ah! wou'd I had left her a maid; 
*© Untaught as the lambs ſhe watch'd on the com- 
mon, 

« Decoy'd by this purſe, I ſoon made her a woman: 
Let this buy forgiveneſs, it bought the delight 
Shaking his putj6 

Take, take, holy father the fiend from my * 
h 
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. 
The friar obey'd, and took charge of the booty, 
in, obedience you know is a branch of his duty, 
do is poverty too, yet aurum accepit, lit; 
pe, Why ſure you don't think his intent was to keep 


the W But left a bad tale by its length, be made worſe ; 
The friar well weighing the caſe—of the purſe ; 

en, „ find not,” ſays he, “ any cauſe for alarm, 

n. Lou inſtructed a virgin and where is the harm.“ 


| The libertine finding the virtues of rino, 
; MW Proceeded in penitence, jure di vino: 


nee. MW © The charms of a widow my ſoul did ſurprize, 
« Deſpairing her grief, and enchanting her eyes, 
No ſecond enjoyment ſhe'd ſworn to allow, 


p „I kif'd off her tears and ah! cancell'd her vow;” 
* Mere charity ſon had oblig'd you to this, 
To comfort a widow ſure was not amiſs.“ 
fer, , 
we An Hugonot's conſort fell next in my ſnare, 
oh, « By force I ſubdu'd th? untractable fair, 
« Her huſband intruded, he fell in the ſtrife; 
I {tript her of honour, and him of his life.“ 
; piſh let not ſach trifles your mind incommode, 
|. Io take from a heretic's giving to God; 
Which doubtleſs will cancel all treſpaſſes paſt, 
F And merit the kingdom of heaven at laſt.” 
Ly . 
1aid : ] love to a beautiful nun did reveal, 
con-{W' She open'd her heart, and ſhe open'd her cell; 


" dhe open'd, oh ! heavens.” 


mat: 
light « Damnation and hell ; 
puff Mark, mark, it in black O ye ſecret recorders, 
font: What! lie with a nun, and not be in orders? 
Th Cc 2 This 
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IN. 


te This one deadly fin exceeds all the ſeven, Then ba 
« Tis robbing the church, that's robbing of M Nor th 
heaven; | Come we 
& No vigil or offering atones for your evil, We mi 
Down, down, to perdition, down, down, to the 
Devil.” 


Away ſneak'd the gallant, away crept the monk, 
This ſneak'd to his pottage and that to his punk. —— 


SONG 230. A LITTLE FLIXTATIOx. 


Jossox's 
” me" in theſe gay days, the ladies love 
plays, 
Dance and caper without heſitation, , 18 
day there is no ſporting, compared to courting, FT 
And having a little flirtation. 0 
And having a little flirtatiot pa; 
In houſe or in ſtreet, or whereever you meet, Nell, we'l 
With the object of your inclination, nme ki 
Oh is it not pleaſure, beyond any meaſure, That 2 
To have then a little flirtation. | Then py 10 
To have then, & Nell ge 
What tho' now you call an aſſembly, or ball, There, Ne 
A pleaſant and ſweet recreation ; The lo q 1 
Although crouded full, you would find it but dul The knigh 


If you had not a little flirtation. 


If you had not, & Nell, we'll 


O then we 


There's you, and there's you, and there's you madat F 


All your primneſs is but affectation; I 


Though you now look ſo ſly, yet you cannot dere 1 * 
That you're fond of a little flirtation, Nel, we'll 


That you're fond, © 
| Tha 
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nen baniſh all care, my dear lovely fair, 
o Nor think of the fate of the nation; 
Come well, or come ill, let things go howthey will, 
We muſt have a little flirtation. 


the And we will have a little flirtation. 
onk. 

unk. — R p * 
— SONG 231. 

x. 


ſonsox's PaRLEY with NeLL ; Or, A Tir to 
the Co RON ATIOX. 


) IS time my dear Nell, now to ceaſe from 
NS) all firife, 
Our manners to mend, and begin a new life 
No more I will flout thee, no more I'll be frown'd, 
Nell, we'll go to London, to ſee the King crown'd. 


The King did proclaim, when his reign did begin, 
That to ſwear and to ſcold, was an horrible fin ; 

Then ſcold me no more, and in peace I'll be found; 
Nell, we'll go to London, to ſee the King crown'd. 


There, Nell, we ſhall ſee the King all in his robes, 
The lords in their laces, the ladies with bobs ; 

The knights in their garters, and titles renown'd ; 
Nell, we'll go to London to ſee the King crown'd. 


O then we ſhall ſee the fine crownation chair, 

All cover'd with crimſon, and gould that does 
glare 

The culhion and canopy lac'd around; 

4.1 Nell, we'll go to London to ſee the King crown'd. 


Ti LEN The 
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The biſhops in lawn then, all fine and all clean, 
Will on the King's head ſet the crown ſo ſerene, 
With gems ſo beſpangled all eyes to confound ; 
Nell, we'll go to London, to ſee the King crown'd, 


The bible preſented, the King he will ſwear, 

All right for to do, without favour or fear, 

How the drums they will beat, and the trumpets 
will ſound ! | 

Nell, we'll go to London, to ſee the King crown'd, 


How the bells they will ring, and the rockets will 
fly, 

How the- bombs and the guns then will roar in 
the ſky, 

The ſerpents and fireballs how whiz on the ground! 

Nell, we'll go to London, to ſee the King crown'd, 


How the bumpers will flow too, to King George 
the Third, 

A true Britiſh monarch, I'll give you my word : 

Long, long may he reign, and may plenty abound; 

Come Nell, let's to London, to ſee the King crown'd, 


SONG 2,2. 
Bonny BESSY. A Scots Sang. 


OUNG Beſs looks ſac bonny, 
Buſk'd in cockernony, 
And coats kilted up to her knee ; 
That ay! when I view her, 
I fondly purſue her, 


And blithe am ſic beauty to ſee, ge 
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n, She's ' boon the aid of art, 

ne, Lovely in ilka part, 

F Nae painting nor patches wants ſhe ; 
nd, For kind-hearted nature 


Sae finiſh'd ilk feature, 
That naething mair perfect could be. 


pets She without hoſe or ſhoon, 
Sae mony hearts has won, 
nd. That ladies envy, and deſpair ; 
: For nae ane in the ilk, 
will Though bra'ly buſk'd in filk, 
Can wi' her for beauty compare. 


Sae far Beſs ſurpaſſes 
und! The lave of the laſſes, 
nd. For beauty, in ilka degree: 
That fowk, e 48 at her, 
orge Cry, ſure ſome god gat her, 
dhe ſeems ſae celeſtial to be. 


d: 

ind; Gin Paris were living, 

vn'd, And now had the giving, 
O' the apple that erſt he gave; 

W My Beſly's ſae bonny, 


He'd gie't her, or ony : 
In vain might the goddeſſes crave. 


Beſides, ſhe's no pretty 
Alane, but ſhe's witty, 
Her tongue is wi' eloquence fraught : 
And yet her ſenſe 1s ſuch, 
She never ſpeaks o'er much; 
Nor can in an error be caught, 


Since Pm no ambitious 
For wealth, be propitious 


Ghe\ 


— — — — — — = 


WM 
And let me tak charge o' thy charms : 
Let, ler bonny Beſſy, 
Let Robie careſs ye, 
And ward ye frae ſkaith in his arms. 


SONG 233. 


The DesPaiRING SWAIN, A Scots Sang, 


H ! cruel nymph ! tell, tell me why, 
You thus ha' chang'd your mind; 
And why frae his embraces fly, 
Wha'd prove to you ſo kind: 
That love you ſeem'd to ſhew o' late, 
I find, alas! was but deceit. 


Whan firſt I tell'd my love to you, 
You ſware by troth and faith, 
That ye'd ay love and prove moſt true; 
But yeu hae flown frae baith, 
And gie'n to a fawſe ſwain your love, 
Wha'll in the end your ruin prove, 


When firlt his feigned love he made, 
In wheedling lies, to thee, 
You ſmil'd and without bluſhing faid, 
You loo'd him more than me: 
Was this your faith? could you thus prove? 
Were theſe your oaths? was this your love ? 


In meads whan you wi” nymphs and fwains 
Welte join'd in rural dance, 
To find you out I took much pains 
But when I did advance, 
You brak their bands, you wadna bide, 
But ſcour'd awa' from me to hide 


Whilkt it 
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Whilſt ither ſwains do ſport and play, 
I tend my flocks alane ; 
And to the whiſtling wind a' day, 
I ſigh and mak my mane ; 
Yet you rejoice, laugh at my pain, 
— And ſcorn me for a faithleſs ſwain. 


Tho' you ſae fawſe prove, and unkind, 
Whom I ſae much adore, 
. Iſtill maun bear you in my mind; 
But ne'er ſhall loo ane more: 
Since ye' ve prov'd fawſe na mair I'll try; 
But for a treach'rous woman die. | 


Yet cruel fair, grant my laſt lack, 
Oh, do not that deny : 

Whan dead, a monument erac 
Unto my memory. | 

Whether o'er it you greet or laugh, 

Engrave this for my epitaph. 


Young ſwains, I beg ye'd a' tak care, 

Your hearts fra love — free; 

Leſt yours ſhould lead you to deſpair 
As mine did wretched me: 

She brak her vows, frae me did fly, 

And for her ſake, lo, here I lie. 


Mmm 


SONG 234 A Scots Sang 


IN e'er I'm in love, it ſhall be with a laſs, 

As ſweet as the morn- dew that ligs on the graſs, 
Her cheek mun be ruddy, her eyn mun be bright, 
Like ſtars in the ſky on a cauld froſty night. 


Oh 
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Oh cou'd I but ken fic a laſſie as this, 
I'd freely gang to her, 

Careſs her and wooe her, 

At once take up heart and ſolicit a kiſs, | 


My daddie wad ha' me to marry wi' Bell, 
But wha wad ha aine that he canna' like well; 
What tho? ſhe has muckle, ſhe's bleary and auld, 
Fic, ſaucy, uncoo, and a terrible ſcold, 

Oh gin Iſe get fic a vixen as this, 

I'd whap her and ſtrap her, 

So bang her and ſlap her, 

The devil for me ſhou'd ſolicit a kiſs. 


There's Maggie wad fain lug me into the chain, 
She ſpiers friſky at me, but blinks it in vain, 
She trows that P11 ha her Ie no ſuch a foo, 
For Willy did for her a lang, while ago, 

Oh gin Iſe get fie a wanton as this, 


She'd horn me and ſcorn me, and hugely 


adorn me, 
And ere ſhe'd kiſs me gi another a kiſs, 


But find me a laſſie, that's youthful and gay, 
As blithe as a ſtarling, as pleaſant as may, 
Wha's free frae aw wrangling and jangling and 
ſtrife, . lite. 
And Iſe tak her and mak her my ain thing for 
Oh gin Iſe get ſic a bleſſing as this, 
I'd kifs her and prefs her, preſerve and carels 
__ RSS, 
And think myſelf greater than Jove is in bliſs. 


SON. 
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SON G 235 Tus BryTaSoOMEe BRIDAL. 


Y let us a' to the bridal, 
For there will be lilting there; 
For Jocky's to be married to Maggy, 
: The laſs wi” the gowden hair. 
ud, And there will be lang-kail and cabbage, 
And bannocks of harley-meal ; 
And there will be good ſawt herring, 
To reliſh a cog of good ale, 


hy let us a' to the bridal, fc. 


Ard there will be Sawny the ſutor, 
in, And Will wi' the meikle mou? ; | 
And there will be Tam the blutter, 
o, With Andrew the tinkler, I trow ; 
And there will be bow'd-legged Robbie, 
With thumbleſs Katy's goodman ; 
gely And there will be blue-cheekit Dowbie, 
And Lawrie the laird of the land. 
y let us, c. 


And there will be ſow-libber Patie, 
And plucky-fac'd Wat o' the mill, 
Capper-nos'd Francie and Gibbie, 
That wins in the how of the hill; 
And there will be Alaſter Sibbie, 
Wha in with black Beſſie did mool, 
Wich ſniveling Lilly and Tibby, 
The laſs that ſtands aft on the ſtool. 
Fy let ui, c. 


and 
lite 
| for 


arels 
bliſs, 


And Madge that was buckled to Steenie, 
And cott him grey breeks to his arſe, 

Who after was hangit for ſtealing, 
Great mercy it h2ppen'd na warſe : 


N And 
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And there will be gleed Geordy Janners, 


And Kirſh, with the lily-white leg, And | 
Wha gade to rhe ſouth for manners, | And the 
And bang'd up her wame in n With 
Fy bet us, c. 4 
0 
And there will be Judan Maclawrie, Ey 
And blinkin daft Barbara Macleg, 
Wi' flae-lugged ſharney-fac'd Lawrie, Scrapt h 
And ſhangy-mou'd haluket Meg. And 
And there will be happer-ars'd Nancy, wen 
And fairy-fac'd Flowrie by name, We'll 
Muck Madie, and fat-hippit Griſy, The 
The laſs wi' the gowden wame. | F 
y let us, c. * 
And there will be Girn-again-Gibbie, 7 


With his glaikit wife Jenny Bell, 
And miſle- ſninn'd Mungo Macapie, 
The lad that was ſkipper himſel. 

There lads and laſſes in pearlings 


Will feaſt in the heart of the ha', f Ta 
On ſybows, and rifarts, and carlings, | 
'That are baith ſodden and raw. N win! 
y let us, Ce. } And 
| And there will be fadges and brochan, * 
1 With fowth of good gabbocks of ſkate, Then Bel 
| Powſowdy, and drammock, and crowdy, che fa; 
And cauler nowt-feet in a plate. Get u 
And there will be partans and buckies, | as 9 
And whitings and ſpeldings enew, 
With ſinged ſheep-heads, and a haggies, My Cro 
And ſcadlips to ſup till ye pow. e. Mi 
8 Fy let us, c. : Aft has ff 
1 And there will be lapper'd milk kebbocks, And I; 


And ſowens, and farls, and baps, With 
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With ſwats, and well ſcraped-paunches, 
And brandy in ſtoups and in caps: 
And there will be meal-kail and caſtocks, 
With ſkink to ſup till ye rive, 
And roaſts to roaſt on a brander, 
Of flowks that were taken alive, 
y let us, Cc. 


Scrapt haddocks, wilks, dulſe and tangle, 
And a mill of good ſniſhing to prie; 
When weary with eating and drinking, 

We'll riſe up and dance till we die. 
Then fy let us af to the bridal, 
For there <will be lilting there ; 
For Jocky's to be married to Maggie, 
The lass wi” the gowden hair. 


SONG 236. 


Tak your Av1.d CLoax about you. 


N winter when the rain rain'd cauld, 
And froſt and ſnaw on ilka hill, 
And Boreas, with his blaſts ſae bald, 
Was threat'ning a' our ky to kill : 
Then Bell, my wife, wha loves na ſtrife, 
She ſaid to me right haſtily, 
Get up, goodman, ſave Cromie's life, 
And tak your auld cloak about ye. 


My Cromie is an uſeful cow, 
And ſhe is come of a good kine ; 
Aft has ſhe wet the bairns mou, 


And I am laith that ſhe ſhou'd tyne ; 
+Dd 


i 
A 
| 
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Get up, goodman, it is fou time, 
The ſun ſhines in the lift ſae hie; 
Sloth never made a gracious end, 


| Gae tak your auld cloak about ye. 


My cloak was anes a good grey cloak, 
When it was fitting for my wear ; 

But now tis ſcantly worth a groat, 
For I have worn't tnis thirty year; 

Let's ſpend the gear that we have won, 
We little ken the day we'll die: 

Then I'Il be proud, fince I have ſworn 
To have a new cloak about me. 


In days when our king Robert rang, 
His trews they coſt but ha'f a crown, 
He ſaid, they were a groat o'er dear, 
And ca'd the taylor thief and loun : 
He was the king that wore a crown, 
And thou'rt a man of laigh degree, 
"Tis pride puts a' the country down, 
Sae tak thy auld cloak about thee. 


Every land has its ain laugh, 
Ilk kind of corn it has its hool ; 
I think the warld is a' run wrang, 
When ilka wife her man wad rule. 
Do ye not ſee Rob, Jock, and Hab, 
As they are girded gallantly, 
While I ſit hurklen in the aſe ? 
III have a new cloak about me. 


Goodman, I wat *tis thirty years 
Since we did ane anither ken ; 

And we have had between us twa, 
Of lads and bonny laſſes ten:: 


Now the 
I with 
And if) 


E'en 1 


Bell, my 
But ſh 
And to r 
I aft en 
Nought”; 
Unleſs 
Then II! 
And t⸗ 
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Though b 
May be to 


Though 
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Though le 
That's nae 
To leave t! 
By eaſe th; 
And beaut) 
And I muſt 
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Now they are women grown and men, 
I wiſh and pray well may they be; 
And if you prove a good huſband, 
E'en tak your auld cloak about ye. 


Bell, my wife, ſhe loves na ſtrife; 
But ſhe wad guide me, if ſhe can, 
And to maintain an eaſy lite, 
[ aft maun yield, though I'm goodman : 
Nought's to be won at woman's hand, 
Unleſs ye give her a' the plea ; 
Then I'll leave aff where I began, 
And tak my auld cloak about me. 


SONG 237. 


AREWEL to Lochaber, and farewel my Jean, 
3 heartſome with thee I've mony day 
been, 

For Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more, 

We'll may be return to Lochaber no more. 

Theſe tears that I ſhed, they are a? for my dear, 

and no for the dangers attending on weir, 

Though bore on rough ſeas to a far bloody ſhore, 

May be to return to Lochaber no more. 


Though hurricanes riſe, and riſe ev'ry wind, 
They'll ne'er make a tempeſt like taat in my mind. 
Though loudeſt of thunder on louder waves roar, 
That's naething like leaving my love on the ſhore. 
To leave thee behind me, my heart is fair pain'd, 
Ly eaſe that's inglorious, no fame can be gain'd. 
And beauty and love's the reward of the brave, 


And I muſt deſerve it before I can crave. 
ö Dd 2 Then 


Nov 
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Then glory, my Jeany, maun plead my excuſe, W While r. 


Since honour commands me, how can J refuſe ? Undai 
Without it I ne'er can have merit for thee, All the 1 
And without thy favour Pd better not be. And v 
I gae then, my laſs, to win honour and fame, 
And if I ſhould luck to come gloriouſly hame, 
I'll bring a heart to thee with love running o'er, —— 
And then I'll leave thee and Lochaber no more, 
SONG 238. A Love Sons in Low Lirr. The 
By Mr. Grox GCE ALEXANDER STEVENS, 
Y the ſide of a green ſtagnate pool, dw 
Brick-duft Nan was ſet ſcratching her head, O 
Her matted locks frizzled her ſkull, For blood 
As briſtles the hedge-hog beſpread. And ro 
The wind toſs'd her tatters abroad, But all th 
Her aſhen brown beauties reveal'd ; They v 
A link-boy to her through the mud, dome hav 
Bare- footed ſcamp'd over the field. With f 
O my love, though I cannot well jaw, Firſt here 
(This plyer at playhouſe began) For peo 
Not tobacco ſo ſweet to the chaw, Where ſet 
As to kiſs are the lips of my Nan. With re 
O my love, cries the mud-colour'd ſhe, Though i: 
And gave him a rib- ſqueeſing hug, Is ſome! 
I'd ſleep in a cellar with thee, Yet Pve b 
Thoꝰ bit by each blood-ſucking bug. Return 
Full as black as themſelves, now the ſky And not f. 
To the ſouth of the horizon lower'd; His cou 
Their wedding to keep in the dry, Where coz 
To a ſtable they haſtily ſcour'd ; And tra 
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fe, W While rats round them hungry explor'd, 
* Undaunted they took their repoſe; 
All the night on the litter they ſnor'd, 
And wak'd the next morning to louſe. 


Yer, MW — 
4 SONG 239. 
* The Huuous of CovenT-GARDEN. 


Tune: Rag Fair. 


LD bards have ſung how they could boaſt 
Of places much renowned, 

For bloody battles won and loſt, 

And royal monarchs crowned : 

But all thoſe deeds this age exceeds, 
They were not worth regarding, 

Some have declar'd, when once compar'd, 
With famous Covent-Garden, 


1ead, 


Firſt here's a church fam'd Jones did build, 
For people to be good in; 

Where ſermons, you may hear, are fill'd 
With reaſons like a pudding ; 

Though in his clack, the man in black, 
Is ſometimes very clever; 

Tet I've been told, both young and old 
Return as wiſe as ever. 


And not far off great Shakeſpear's ſhade 
His court is always keeping; 

Where comedy is laughing made, 

And tragedy is weeping.— 


Dd 3 Here 


1 
Here Romeo ſighs, and Hamlet dies, 
And brave Othello's undone; 
To pleaſe the folks, here's Shuter's jokes, 
Or elſe the cries of London. 


The Bedford next my muſe has found, 
A fight that's worth your taking : 

Where Hobſter cries with pleaſing ſound, 
«« Freſh coffee, ſir, is making. 

Here buſkin'd beaus, in rich lac'd cloaths, 
Like lords and ſquires bluſter, 


| Bards, quacks, and cits, knaves, fools, and wits, 


An odd ſurpriſing cluſter. 


Now further let us ſteer our courſe, 
The auction- room invites us, 
Where Langford talks till he grows hoarſe, 
And gapes as if he'd bite us. 
« Lot number one ' tis finely done, 
«« The head of Card'nal Fleury; 
«« Guineas a ſcore, I aſk no more, 
« Tis worth its I'll affure you.“ 


Round Hunter's door young ſurgeons ſtand, 


Like crows for carrion waiting; 
Within behold the butch'ring hand, 
On blood ard bone debating. 
The doctor thus you hear diſcuſs, 
« A larger view here ſeen is, 
« Which from the root begins to ſhoot, 
« And runs quite through the penis.“ 


Here Venus” ſuns more nice than wile, 
To Douglas's retire ; 

Who often from love's banquet riſe, 
As ſparks aſcend from fire: 
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| i, 
Here juſtice too appears in view, 
With bandage o'er her peepers, 
And ſword held out both long and ſtout, 
To guard the brothel-keepers, 


Here's bullies, gamblers, bawds and whores, 
Who daily do enſnare men ; 

Thief-takers, vintners, pimps by ſcores, 
With Welſh and Iriſh chairmen ; 

And trav'lers who the world go through, 
Have given atteſtation ; | 

So ſtrange a place, you cannot trace 
In any other nation. 


SONG 240. A Nezcro Sox. 


LTHO? a ſlave I'm born and bred, 
My ſkin be black or yellow, 

have often ſold my maidenhead 

To many a pretty fellow. 
My moſlar too keep me for true, 
Him gave me gowns and laces ; 
With muſlin coat and bitty too, 

To gain my ſweet embraces. 


Him picca-ninny, him come black, 
My moſſar ſwear and whip me; 

Him tear the cloaths from off my back, 
And naked does him ſtrip me, 

Him turn me out into the field, 
Wich hoe the ground to cleary; 

Me take my child upon my back, 

And wark till I am weary. 
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Him O be ſheer him come one night, 
Him give me cloaths and kiſſes ; 

Him get one picca-ninny white, 
Almoſt as white as miſſes. 

My miſſes whip my back long ſwitch, 
And ſwear him child for moſſar; 

My moſſar call'd him lying bitch, 
And bid him kiſs him roſſar, 


I am fumb'd If I don't condeſcend, 
I am fumb'd too if I do it. 

I have no one to ſtand my friend, 
So I am forc'd unto it. 

I know no law, I know no ſin, 
I am but what you make me, 

Dis be the way you breed me in; 
So God or Devil take me. 


nn 


SONG 241. Tar ChauzERMATD. 


My far from town a country ſquire, 
An open hearty blade, 
Had long confeſs'd a ſtrong deſire, 
To kiſs the chambermaid. 
To kits, to kiſs the chambermaid, 


One ſummer's noon, quite fuil of glee, 
He led her to the ſhade, 

And all beneath the mulb'ry tree, 
He kiſs'd the chamber maid. 


He kiſs'd, &c. 
The parſon's ſpouſe, from window high, 


The am'rous pair ſurvey'd, 
And ſoftly wiſh'd, none can deny, 
She'd been the chambermaid; She'd, &c. 
When 
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When all was o'er, poor Betty cry'd, 
Kind fir, Pm much afraid, 
That woman there will tell your bride, 


You've kiſs'd her chambermaid. You've, &c, 


The ſquire conceiv'd a lucky thought, 
That ſhe might not upbraid, | 
And inſtantly the lady brought, 


Where he had kiſs'd her maid. Where, &c. 


Then all beneath the mulb'ry tree - 
Her ladyſhip was laid, 
And three times ſweetly kiſs'd was ſhe, 
Juſt ike her chambermaid. Juſt, &c, 


Next morning came the parſon's wife, 
For ſcandal was her trade, | 
I ſaw your ſquire, ma'am, on my life, 


Great with your chambermaid. Great, &c 


When, cry*d the lady, where and how? 
P11 ſoon diſcharge the jade, 
Beneath the mulb'ry tree, I vow, 
He kiſs'd your chambermaid. He kiſs'd, &c. 


This falſhood, cry'd ber ladyſhip, 
Shall not my ſpouſe degrade, 
'Twas I chanc'd there to make a lip, 
And not my chambermaid. And not, &C, 


Both parties parted in a pet, 
Not truſting what was ſaid, 
And Betty keeps her ſervice yet, 
The pretty chambermaid. ; 
The pretty, pretty chambermaid. 


$ONG 
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Tar Novice. 


ONFIND to the houſe to the age of fifteen, 
No men but the clowns of the pariſh had 
ſeen, | 


An aunt to inſtru me, a formal old maid, 
And l, ſilly I, believ'd all that ſhe ſaid. 


My aunt in the grave, to the town I ftrait flew, 
And inſtantly fond of each pleaſure I grew ; 
The ſparks waited round me wherever I went, 


And I, filly I, could not gueſs what they meant. 


They call me a goddeſs, and ſighing declare, 
The toaſts of the town are not like me ſo fair; 
They vow and they kneel, and my pity invoke, 
And I, filly I, ſtill believ'd all they ſpoke. , 


They tickled my pride, but my heart full was 
free, 

Not one of them all was a conqueſt for me ; 

"Till young Strephon advanc'd, and quickly he 
taught, 

What ], ſilly I, to that moment had ſought. 


With good breeding and ſenſe his love he declar'd, 

Not like the vain fops who before had appear'd; 

His expreſſions were ſweet, and ſprung from his 
mind, 

And I, happy I, to my Strephon was join'd. 
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SONG 243. s 


Huch Morcan's Lamentation. 


en, T Llantavre, Got pleſs her, a place of 
ad renown, ' frown, 
Hur was brought up, and porn, 'twas a prafe gallant 
Hur father, Got pleſs her, did keep a goot houſe, 
Where never was lack of goot putting and ſowſe. 
0h the houſe of hur father, hur father's goat houſe, 
7 here never was lack of goot putting and ſoxuſe, 
Prafe barra-mennin ® and goot + barra-chowfe 3 
N And was it not, look you, a plentiful houſe. 


Hur father, Got pleſs her, was prafe gallant man, 

Aſhentleman, look you—and Morgan her name, 
; Woreat wonders hur did in the wars of the place, 
e, Which caus'd many ſcars on hur worſhip's goot 


face. Oh the houſe of hur father, &c. 


do great was hur might, her ſtrength and hur power, 
For hur ſprung from the loins of great Owen 
Glendour, 
Hur flew many ſhiants, reliev'd many maids, 
knight of great valourbut a cobler by trade, 
Ob the houſe of hur father, &c. 


of Cunnocks and goats hur had goot ſtore and 
plenty; 
Of leeks a great garden, with cabbages dainty ; 
an old woodcock's bill for a pipe—with goot 
liquor, 
$0 comfort hur noſe when hur ſat in hur wicker. 
Oh the houſe of hur n &c. 
ow 


lar d, 


Bread and Butter. + Bread and Cheeſe, 
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Now hur father was tead—oh peace to hur relique, | 
Hur was tead of the wind in hur guts and the colic, But hur 
Hur houſe, goots and chattles hur left to her fon, Which 
Who was look'd at by all as a triving young a 
man. Oh the houſe of hur father, &c, 


| Hur told 
But the firſt of great March, on St. Taffid's great on you 
a;; Unheede. 


As thorough Llantavre hur took her beſt way, 
With hur leck in hur hat, to the ſhow hur was 
With s gong, a Cot ſplut 
With Shenkin and Morgan, and Watkin and Owen. CES 
Ob the houſe of bur. father, &, I 
But the ſl 
Now as hur was paſling the folks all among, Aden hu 
Sweet Winnefred's face her beheld in a throng ;W ©; ,,, 

St. David, how great was poor Hughy's ſurpriſe! 

When hur felt the ſharp nettles that ſhot from hurl do now R. 
ee. : And leave 
Oh the mar felous eyes of feveet Winnefred Shores, ¶ Farewel te 
Which makes hur ſit fopping with fighings aw Hyr'l] ſeel 


ons, Then ad, 
Making bur moans, fighings and groans, Where x 
Oh the marfelous eyes of ſautet Winnefred S bones, Pra fe by 
. 0h, WARY 
The very firſt ſhaft hur receiv'd from her quiver, 
Went thorough her breaſtbone, and ſtuck in lu 
liver, | 
Hur ploot poil'd and puppled and glow'd in! 
Wow 7 — By M r. 
But Winnefred's, look you, was frozen as ice. 
Oh the marfelous eyes, & T Hop 
By Cheſu hur ſwore hur wou'd pluck up a courage Have" 
Hur went to hur and ſwore hur was as Wiathe roll of 
leek porrage, * Some] 


| L FRO 
e Bat hur gimlet hur cocks with an eye of diſdain; 


lic, 


Which prere*d hur heart thorough and thorough. 


— again. Oh, the marfelius eyes, & c. 
. Hur told hur in many ſweet ditty and carol, 
Hur love was as great as her anceſtors were all, 
ea But in vain thoſe ſweet ditties and carols hur fung, 
Unheeded hur harp'hur ſo often had ſtrung. 
* Oh, the marfelous eyes, &c. 
Cot ſplutter hur ſwore, for hur was in a paſſion, 
WY Hor would hate all ſuch jades as the plagues of 


a nation. 
But the ſlut was ſo cruel hur ſpit in hur face, 
A ſign hur was lack of good preeding and grace. 
Ob, the damnable eyes of Miſs Winnefred Shones. 


So now hur will pack up her alls and be going, 
And leave off ſuch priples and praples as loving, 
Farewel to Llantavre of faired renown, 

Hur'll ſeek hur goot fortune in London fine town, 
Then adieu to the houſe, ob, hur father's fine houſe, 
Where never was lack of goot pudding and ſowſe, 

nel. Prafe barra-mennin, and goot barra-chowſe ; 


Oh, was it not look you—a plentiful houſe. 


TT | ED 
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By Mr. GzorGe ALEXANDER STEVENS. 


| aw Auſtria and Ruffia, France, Flanders 
and Pruſſia, 

Have Heroes who claim Truth's attention, 
lathe roll of fair fame, as he took down eachname, 
Some Britons I ſaid he ſhould mention: 

1 Ee And 
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And fince we have men, who are worthy his pen, 
Who for England act nobly as can be, 
When he ſaw me perfift, then he open'd his lift, 
And in front food the Marquis of Granby, 


Old Time ſhook his ſcythe as he tott'ring ſtood by, 
His iron teeth dreadfully grated, | 
But the ſad looking crone clear'd his brow from a 
When Fame had my errand related; | frown ; 
The cheeks of the churl with a ſmile ſeem'd to 
curl, | | 
And he anſwer'd me pleaſant as can be, 
Saith the ſingle-lock'd ſeer, friend, this point's 
pretty clear, 
We all love the Marquis of Granby. 


Like curs in the manger let malecontents rave, 
And talk how enfeebled our race is, 
That our fathers were manly, were vig'rous and 
brave, 
And their hearts we might read in their faces; 
What our anceſtors were, at preſent we are, 
I can prove it as plainly as can be, 
Let them that would ſee what a Briton ſhould be, 
Behold but the Marquis of Granby. 


Had the cynic Diogenes liv'd to this day, 
He'd thrown down his lanthorn to view him ; 
He's eſteem'd by the good, and ador'd by the gay, 
And foxhunters hark away to him; 
By his monarch ſent over to break the Frenci 
eover, 
With bold pack as ſtaunch as ſtaunch can be, 
Of Britiſh true blues who to hunt the French chuſe, 
When led by the Marquis of Grauby. 
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Bigot Spain has vaſt wealth, fickle France has rich 
The Italians ſhow-marvelious banners, [ wines, 
The Indians may boait of emerald filPd mines, 
But Lincolnſhire boaſts of its Manners ; 
The diamond when worn, may the wearer adorn, 
And ſparkle as brilliant as can be, | 
But a Raſh from ſuch toys are momentary joys, 
For the jewel of Grantham is Granby. 


Now the hazards of war for a ſeaſon ſubſide, 
His country commands not his duty : 
Blow winds to his wiſhes, be ſafety his guide, 
To England, love, friendſhip, and beauty. 
From what do ye call Paderborn, may he happy 
return, 
Aye, quickly too, quickly as can be; 
What ſhall we ſay then? Why there's Granby 
again; 
And again to the Marquis of Granby. 
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AS ON G and no SON G, 
About Every-THING and NoTHINGs 


Written in the year 1756. 

Sing not of war, neither ſing I of peace, 

Nor wantons my muſe on the pleaſures of eaſe; 
| ſing not of Bacchus, nor ſing I of Venus, 
Of England or France, or the quarrel between us. 

| | Derry dosen, r. 
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What care I how quickly Crown- point may ſur- 
render, | | 

How ſoon the Monarque will play off his pretender? 

Let him ſend forty thouſand to raiſe a commotion, 

Ve can ſpare room enough for 'em all-in the 
OCEAN. 


T ſing not of Grecian, or Roman mad heroes, 

Of Cæſar's high deeds, or of impious Nero's, 

'The learning of Plato, the language of Tully, 
A Cato's ſliff- neck, or the Macedon Bully. 


Jing not the Jongitude mi on, or bit an, 
he ſchemes of the French, or the proweſs of 
Britain, | 
Such things have been ſang of by twenty before, 
And will tor aught 1know, by twice twenty more, 


1 fing not affairs of the church or the fate, 

The craft of the prieſts, or intrigues of the great. 
What to me, if N-wc-ſt-e will ſtill keep his place, 
Or P—tt prove too honeſt at Jait for his grace, 


I ing not the fop with his fair weather face, 
His box of perfumes, or his aukward grimace; 
Who brags of amours with each impudent doxy, 
Or laying fo oft with my lady by proxy. 


I ſing not the ogling coquet's pretty arts, 
Whole ſmiles make us flaves, or whoſe frowns 
© break our bert | 
Who ſcorns to comply till her bloom is decay'd, 
And repenting £00 2 dies a wrinkled o/d maid. 
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I ſing not the prude's hypoeritical airs, 
Surrounded with whale-bone, ſurrounded with 
cares; 
Who hates all the men, almoſt faints at the ſight, 
And for fear of the Rakes lies with Lackey at 
night. 


| ing not Miſs Fanny, nor ſet I before you, 

The abandon'd exploits of the daughters of Drury. 
Nor ſays, nor ſuppoſes, the chaſte bluſhing mule, 
That ladies retire from the court to the ſtews. 


[ ſing not the peeviſh old-maid's wicked malice, 
Still blaming her ſex, and reproving its follies ; 
Who calls every bright-blooming beauty a ſtrumpet, 
Becauſe one has offers t'other would jump at. 


[ ſing not the ſcold that's eternally bawling 

Eternally ranting, and roaring, and ſqualling, 

Nor {ing I poor hen-peck'd and hornity'd ſpouſe, 

Whom, to bring in gallants, madam kicks out 
o' th' houſe, 


| ſing not the hot-headed heireſs' ſchemes, 

Or the buxom young virgin's extatical dream; 

In raptures refin'd nightly toſſing and turning, 

And curſing th* unwelcome approach of the 
morning, | 


fing not the blood, ſtorming windows and doors, 
Demoliſhing watchmen, and beating up whores 
With conſtables bravely maintaining the fight, 
And lodging ſecure in a roundhouſe all night. 


| ſing not the ſot that's eternally toping, 


With mouth to receive, or emit ever open; 
Ee z Who 


11 
Who ſwears that all earthly enjoy ment and ples. 
ſure, | | 
I to drink without end, and to drink without 
meaſure. 


I fing not of ſchemes of the deep politician, 

To humble the French, and bring down their 
ambition ; 

And make their grand Monarque, ab armis & avi, 

On foo) penitential to cry out peccav?. 


i fing not how ſagely his proyident care, 
Builds forts in Virginia, and caſtles in—air ; 
When, alas! all the profits his policy yields, 
Is gratis procuring a ſeat in Mygor-fields. 


E fing not the hermit immur'd in a cell, 

Where rigour in rage, without wiſdom, may dwell; 
Nor ſing 1 the ſordid ſtill-heaping- up miſer, 
Growing jutt as much rich, as other grows wiſer, 


Ling not what. damſels have wiſh'd to recover, 


Their honour relign'd, when the tranſport was, 


over; | 
Nor fing I the ſweet tempting roſe-bud in June, 
The iervour. of May, or the man in the moon. 


But my hearers. cry, what the pox would'ſt than 
x 4 
Thou ſing'ſt not of this, neither ſing'ſt thou of 
that: 
Then a fig for the critics, however they bay, 
Becaule I ling Herbing, faith, Nothing at alf 


— 1 
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Write to true Britons, I mean not the men, 
But to women ot fpirit, to do all Lacy can, 
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2» W To ſtand for their rights, as they would fortheir 
| lives, [ wives. 


ut MW. And prove to the world that they're true Britiſh 


May each girl that wants ſpirit, be wed to a churl, 
Let ſuch be inſipid, and ſtupidly dull, 

tir ze grave and look gloomy, till you can provoke 
Some chat, that may end in an innocent joke, 


Shall we tamely to turbulent ſpouſes ſubmit ? 
Who only find fault, why? becauſe they think fit: 


When my huſband turns Turk, and can prove I've 
no ſoul, , 


il be blindly obedient, nor dare ta controul. 


Since our men are great heroes and conquer their 
foes, | f 


11; Shall we women want courage one man to oppoſe? 
dince our ſires, and our offspring, can fight one to 

ſer, ten, 3 

Let's prove ourſelves worthy of brave Britiſh men. 


was In ages long paſt, from a great eaſtern king. 
That women were ſtrongeſt, good proof I can 


e, bring, . 
n. Then if we, with a Britiſh King plac'd on the 
throne, none. 


Won't ſtand for our rights, we deſerve to have 


Let's be heroines all, and ſtand up for the truth, 
Grave matron, fine lady, poor woman, or youth, 
If we're wrong, let us own it, but if we are right, 
Cry freedom and property with all our might, 


Then all a& like Sarah, and you will be prais'd, 

Be never affrighted, nor ever amaz'd ; 

But ſtand for your rights as you would foryour lives, 

That your huſbands may know when. they've got 
Britiſh wives, SONG 
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The Or1cin of the TVB BLutg Society 
| In IRELanD. Urania 
By Mr. Greokcet ALEXANDER STEVENS, __ 
Tune : To all you ladies now at land. Ph 
Along 
NE evening at ambroſial treat, Olymp. 
From her ætherial tour, 

Minerva the nine Muſes met, Thi 
In Ida's ſacred bower ; 16.08 
Apollo and gay Bacchus join, Wh Th 
For hand in hand walk wit and wine. T | 
With my fal de rol, e. * 4 
And in 


Pallas the ſwimming dance begun, 
Her hair a fillet bound, 
Blue, like her eyes, the bandage ſhewn, 1— 

Her ſapient temples crown'd; 
Which, looſen'd in the dance, dropt down, 
And Bacchus ſnatch'd the azure zone. 
IWith my fal de rol, &c. BA 2 


The ribbon on his breaſt he plac'd, 


By Styx, then ſwore the youth; OM 
What had the throne of wiſdom grac'd, WI 
Shou'd grace the ſeat of truth: 
At once then ope his robe he threw, We nave 


And on his boſom beam'd True Blue. 
With my fal de ral, Cc. we 1 


If mortals can give garters fame, Pe 
And honours form on earth; 5 ol 
Sure deitics may do the ſame, e thall 
And 10 
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And give one order birth: 
This ribbon, loy'd celeſtials view, 
And ſtamp your ſanction on True Blaue. 
With my fal de rol, &c. 


Urania prais'd the roſy god, 
Her tuneful ſiſters join; 
Minerva gave th' aſſenting nod, 
Phœbus enroll'd the ſign: 
Along the ſkies loud pæans flew, 
Olympus join'd, and hail'd True Blue. 
With my fal de rol, Cc. 


This order Iris bore to earth, 
The gods enjoin'd the fair, 
Where firſt ſhe found out ſons of worth, 
To leave the ribbon there : 
From clime to clime ſhe ſearching flew, 
And in Hibernia left True Blue. 
With my fal de rol, c. 


SONG 248, 
BrtTAln's REMEMBRANGCER» 


For the years 1758 and 1759. 


OME liſten a while and T11 tickle your ears, 

With a few little vict'ries, by which it ap- 
pears 

We nave gain'd from the French in two little years. 

; Which no body can diny, dem, Sc. 


We have beat them my boys, and I'II hold you a 
pound, [ ground, 
We ſhall beat them, my boys, upon ſea or dry 
We ſhall beat them as long as the world goes 
round. Which no body, c. 
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With Guardalupe firſt I embelliſh my ſtrain; 
Then a cluſter of forts crowd into my brain, 


Crown-Point, Frontenac, Niagara, Duqueſne, 
| Which no body, Ce. 


Quebec we have taken, and taken Breton; 
Though the coaſt was as ſteep, that a man might 
as ſoon, 
As the Frenchmen imagin'd, have taken the moon, 
1 Which no body, Cc. 


Senegal we have taken, and taken Goree, 
And thither we trade for our blacks, do you ſee, 


For who ſhould buy ſlaves but they that are free. 
Which no body, c. 


Then at Minden you know, we defeated our foes, 
Tho our horſe ſtood aloof without coming to blows, 


And why no body's hang'd for it, no body knows. 
Which no body, c. 


Boſcawen at Lagos, and Hawke in the Bay, 
Your vict'ries had I but room to diſplay, 


I'm ſure I ſhould not have done ſinging to-day, 
"FEB hich no bedy, Ce. 


O what is become of the fleet out of Breſt, 
Some are burnt, ſome are taken, and where are 
the reft ? 
Why ſome are fled eaſt, and ſome are fled weſt. 
Which no body, Cc. 


Some ten fathom deep in the ſea way he found, 
And ſome in the river Villaine are a-ground, 


Where they lie very ſafe, but not very ſound. 
Which no body, Cc. 


Let France then all title to glory reſign, 

For theſe years ſha\l vunmatch'din oor hiſtories ſhine, 

The renown'd Fifty-ezght, and the great Fifty-ninte 
Which no body can deny, deny, Oe. 
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SONG 249. Tarow Tur Wood Labpix. 


30 Sandy, why leaves thou thy Nelly, to mourn; 
4 Thy preſence cou'd eaſe me, 
When naething can pleaſe me : 
ght Now dowie I figh on the bank of the burn, 
Or throw the wood, laddie, until thou return. 


on. 

Je. Tho' woods now are bonny, and mornings are 
| clear, | 

| While lav*rocks are ſinging; 

e, 4 


And prunroſes ſpringing ; 
e, et nane of chem pleaſes my eye or my ear, 
nen through the wood, laddie, ye dinna appear. 


That Jam forſaken, ſome ſpare not to tell: 
Pm faſh'd wr their ſcorning, 

O Baith ev'ning and morning; 

Their jeering gaes aft to my heart wi' a knell, 
When throw the wood, laddie, I wander myſell, 


Go Then Nay, my dear Sandy, nae langer away, 
But quick as an arrow, 
Hatte here to thy marrow, 

Wha's living in langour, till that happy day, 

When through the wood, laddie, we'll dance, ſing 
and play, 


_—_—_. 
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HOULD auld acquaintance be forgot, 
8 Tho? they return with ſcars ? 
Theſe are the noble hero's lot, 
Obtain'd in gloriogs wars: 
Welcome 
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Welcome, my Varo, to my breaſt, 
Thy arms about me twine, 
And make me once again as bleſt, 
As I was lang ſyne. 


Methinks arbund us on each bough, 
A thoufand cupids play, | 
Whilſt thro” the groves I walk with you, 
Each object makes me gay: 
Since your return the ſun and moon 
With brighter beams do ſhine, 
Streams murmur ſoft notes while they run, 
As they did lang ſyne. 


Deſpiſe the court and din of Rate; 
Let that to their ſhare fall, 
Who can eſteem ſuch ſlav'ry great, 
While bounded like a ball: 
But ſunk in love, upon my arms 
Let your brave head recline, 
We'll pleaſe ourſelves with mutual charms, 
As we did lang ſyne. 


O'er moor and dale, with your gay friend, 
You may purſue the chace, | 
And, after a blyth bottle, end 
All cares in my embrace: 
And in a vacant rainy day 
You ſhall be wholly mine ; 
We'll make the hours run ſmooth away, 
And laugh at lang ſyne. 


The hero pleas'd with the ſweet air, 
And ſigns of gen'rous love, 

Which had been utter'd by the fair, 

Bow'd to the powers above: 
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Next day, with conſent and glad haſte, 
Tn' approach'd the ſacred ſhrin e:: 
Where the good prieſt the couple blels'd, 
And put them out of pine. 
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A Parody on Mr. Wu tTEHEaD'sSong forRanelaghe 


7E 1 and prigs, and ye wou'd-be — 
things, ; 

Who move in —_— commerce's round, 

Pray tell me from whence this abſurdity ſprings, 
All orders of rank to confound ; 

What means the bag-wig, and the ſoldientike: 'air, 
On the tradeſman obſequious and-meek ? 

Sure ſabbaths were meant for retirement and pray 15 
To amend the paſt-faults of the week. 


The youth, to whom battles and dangers belohs, 
May call a fierce look to his ald, 

Lace, bluſter, and oaths, and a ſword an ell long, 
Are ſamples he gives of his trade: 

But you, on whom London indulgently ſmiles, 
And whom counters ſhould guard from all ills; 

Shou'd flyly invade with humility's wiles, 
Leſt ſplendor deter us from bills. 


Old Greſham, whoſe ſtatue adorns the exchange, 
Diſplays the grave cit to our view, 

And ſilently frowns at a conduct fo ſtrange, 
So remote from your intereſts and you: 

Then learn from his geſture, grave, decent and. 
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To copy fair Prudence's rules ; 
For Frugality's garb will conceal your valt gain, 
And tecure ye the plunder of fools. | 


The eaſe of a court, and the air of a camp, 

Are graces no cit can procure [tramp, 
Monſieur Jourdain “ ſtill plods in the Spitalfield's 
Nor can Hart the grown aukwardneſs cure: 
Thus if, apes of the faſhion, St. James's you croud, 
And preſs onwards in ſpite of all ſtops, | 
The Mall you may fill, and be airy and loud, 
But truſt me you'll ne'er fill your ſhops, 
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The ſame is intitled & called MoLry's Deticnt 
a nexcellent new Ballit by the Kritizal o/zaty. 


Sung by Beſs Tatter at corner of Blow-bladCer-ſtreet. 


29” Strafron he went t'other day to the 
; wake, 

Fo; ſum huckle-my- buff and a ginger-bred kake; 
But oh he was bobbiſh and joyous and jolly, 
When on the gay green he diſkiver'd his Molly. 


Dear Molly ſhe came all along the gay green, 
As fine as a horte or a ginger-bred queen 
Young Stratron he buſs'd her, and made her a bow, 
And look'd if ſo be as he could not tell how. 


V.3th that thay begun without any pother, 

A talking of this, and of that, and of t'other 

And tho? ſhe would piſn, and wou'd cry, let me go, 

He hugg'd her likewiſe, and he tqueeg'd * allo, 
me 
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Come all ye young youths of Saint Larince's pariſh, 
Who loves every thing that 1s finiſh and rariſh, 
Be joyous and buckſome, and bobbiſh and jolly, 
Sing Molly and Strafron, and Strafron and Molly, 


SONG 253. On The Famovs. | 
T length, Mother Gunter, the gods hear my 
pray'r, 


They have heard me at length Mother Gunter, 
Lou are grown an old woman, yet romp, drink, 
and ſwear, 


And affect the tricks of a young bunter. 


You invoke, with a voice that tremblingly ſqueaks, 
Briſk Cupid, tho' ſure of denial; 
Te ſhuns you, and baſks on the bloſſomy cheeks 
Of Miſs Gubbins, who plays on the viol. 


He Ries by the trunk that is ſapleſs and bare, 
To the pliant young branches he comes up : 
Age has hail'd on thy face, and has ſnow'd on thy 
hair 
And thy green teeth have eat all thy gums up. 


Nor thy ſack, nor thy necklace, thy watch nor 
thy ring, 
Have recall'd thee to youth, or retarded * PF 
Thoſe years, which old Time, and his friend Vin- 
cent Wing, 
In the almanack long have recorded. 


Oh where is that beauty, that bloom and thar 
grace, | 


Thole lips which cou'd breathe inſpiration, 
"FX Which 
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Which ſtole me away from myſelf, and gave place 'T} 


To no creature but Nan i in the nation ? Bl: 
Tho? to 
But poor Nan is dead, and has left you her years Bri 
As a legacy, which gracious heaven He 
Has join'd'to your own, which a century clears, Bcholdi 
And is juſt, ma'm, the age of a raven. 
Ye 
Then remain a memento to each jolly ſoul, Ar 
Who of Venus's club's a ſtaunch member. From h. 
That love hot as fire muſt be burnt to a coal, T} 
As the broomſlick concludes in ember. ING 
. — OS 
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Wrote for the SwWEET-BRTIAR Club. Or coul 
| Ye 
(4 Backſeord /o called) T 
By Mr. Gz0rxoz ALEXANDER STEVENS, To be 
W 
| Tune: Come ler us prepares w 
E lads, who approve, Did you 
1 Of wit, wine and love, Fo 
And to be thought bucks would aſpire, r 
Come, chorus my lays, And as 
While I ſing forth the praiſe : 
Of the mighty reformer Sweet Briar, This, 1— 
Ye huſband, whoſe wives, "Twas 1 
Lead you terrible lives, Ne 
And much caſtigation require; Cc 
At a touch they'd obey, | Than t 
If you once knew the way, 3 T 
But to manage the magic Sweet Briaz, 1 
The 1 
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The youth, who will ſwear, 
Blab, or boaſt of the fair, 
Tho? too often, alas! he's a lyar! 
Bring him up to the ſword, 
He'll recant ev'ry word, 


Bcholding the blade of Sweet Briar. 


Ye prieſts; who tithes gorge, 
And the laity ſcourge, 

From his holineſs down to the friar ; 
The conclave ne'er taught, 
Nor Ignatius ne'er thought, 

On a diſcipline like to Sweet Briar, 


Had I trebly the gift, 
Of Dan Pope, or Dean Swift, 
Or could tell a tale, equal to Prior, 
Yet it all would not do, 
There 1s {till ſomething new, 
To be ſaid on well-ſharpen'd Sweet Briar, 


Wives, widows, or maids, 
Who can beſt judge of blades, 
Did you ſee it, it's ſize you'd admire ; 
For uſe, *tis kept fit, 
*Tis as keen as your wit, 
And as bright as your eyes, is Sweet Briar. 


This, at Culloden carv'd, 
This, Britannia preſerv'd, 
'Twas this made rebellion retire ; 
Not they who Troy took, 
Cou'd more hero-like look, 
Than the men who that day drew Sweet Briar 


Twas us'd to oppoſe, 
3 foes, 
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And again ſhou'd, if times did require, 
Now tis drawn in defence, 
Of our friend, common ſenſe, 
For our reaſon we truſt with Sweet Briar. 


If dulneſs ſhon'd dare, 
Among us interfere, 
Forcing wit with a bluſh to retire; 
Tis reſolv'd on, Nem. Con. 
Swearing, humbug, and pun 
Shall their ſentence receive from Sweet Briar. 


Hand in hand let's unite, 
And in folly's deſpite, 
Real merit we'll ſtrive to acquire; 
Like men let us think, 
And like men let us dank, 
Here's ſucceſs to the blades of Sweet Briar, 


— 


SONG 255. 
By Mr. Gzoxce Arkxax pz STEVENS. 
Tune : Why heawves my fond beſem Y 


7 IS love, ſpite of laws, will its empire main- 
tain, | 

No council confines it, no rules can reſtrain; 

Then ceaſe, rigid parents, your daughters to chide, 

In vain are all precepts, love's ſtill the beſt guide. 


What's fortune, fame, titles, wealth, equipage, 
birth? 

Like plants, but the ſimple productions of by ; 
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But love, like the ſup, beams a light thro” the 
whole, 
And as one warms the earth, Yother lights up the 
ſoul, 


When mutual endearments we mutually prove, 
And the fond pair receive and return equal love; 
Then each tender fibre with extacy ſwells, 

And the furious embrace thrs' each artery thrills, 


aim the ſwift 
bliſs, ae 


And life, at each lip, is kept in by a kiſs ; 

Till ſighs, like ſoft breezes, love's tempeſts ſuc. 
ceed, - , 

As in calms after whirlwinds, all nature ſeems dead, 


Ye youths who Narciſſus-like, doat op dear ſelf, 
Ye beauties, perplex d betwixt merit and pelf, 
Wou'd you wiſh not to wafte, but enjoy ev'ry day, 


When words inly murmur'd procl 


Tis love, not ſelf. love, mult ſhew you the way. 


Youth flies like a ſhaft that fwift foams midſt the 
air, 

No trace will remain that it ever paſs'd there; 

Then while you are young, be not youthful in vain, 

Did you once taſte the blifs, oh! you'd taſte at again. 


You cannot keep beauty as miſers hoard gold, 

Tis too late to repent, to repent when you're old; 

Ak your heart what you're made for? twill beat 
quick to man; 

Then while fit for enjoyment, enjoy all you cans 
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By Mr. GzoxGeE ALEXANDER SrE VERS. 
Tune: Farewell to Lochaber. 


HE ſportſman may boaſt of his well ſcente, 
| hound ; | q 
Each day let the coxcomb in dawdling confound, 
The ſtateſman may vaunt of political ſchemes ; 
Let poets be fool'd by their fancy-form'd dreams; 
Let the night - waſting learned, their volumes un- 
fold, 

Give the toper his bottle, the miſer his gold; 
*Gainſt learning, wealth, drinking, wit, ſtate, I 
proteit, | 
Tis woman, dear woman, ſhe's worth all the reſi, 


Tho' birds in ſhrill ſymphonies, ſing o'er our heads, 

And Flora's gay paintings enamel the meads ; 

Tho' the fruits are ſo pleaſant, ſo thick grow the 
trees, 

So warm ſhines the ſun, and fo cool breathes each 
breeze ; 

The odour of ſpices, the pure cryſtal ſtream, 

Each nice gift of nature | nobly eſteem ; 

Yet birds, fruits, fpice, flowers, can ne'er ſtand 
the teſt, 

With woman, dear woman, ſhe's worth all the reſt 


In ſickneſs, in priſon, in want, in deſpair, 
What woe can we feel, if fond woman is there ? 
The noſtrum of nature, the med'cine of life, 

In ev'ry affliction, the cure is a wife; 

For think not, ye fair, that theſe praiſes are paid 
To the miſer- like virgin, the green- ſickneſs maid; 
Tho? ſo delicate ſhap'd, yet imperfect's your plan, 
And you uſeleſs exiſt, till you're finiſh'd by man. 
- SONG 
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YLVIA, whoſe eyes are fatal as a gun, 


One ſtocking off, the other on : 
One ſtocking off, for why ? the gentle fair 


Juſt then was minded to repair 


The faithful Damon, at her fide, 


intent the neat performance ey'd, 
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A BuxitsqQue CAN TATA. 
 RxCITATIVE. 


Sat baſking in the fun, 


A breach her fragrant foot had made; 


And thus in plaintive numbers ſung, or ſaid, 


AIR» | 
Nymph poſſeſs'd of ev'ry grace, 
Nice 1n — as in face, 155 
See thy ſwain, all pale and ocking, 
Worn as thin as any 1 
Think, ahl think on what he feels: 
And darn a heart that's out at heels. 


REciTATIVE. 
Around the careleſs maid 
To mortal eyes 
Reſembling flies 


A ſwarm of buzzing cupids play'd. 


AIR. 
Happy inſets! Damon cry'd, 
ho at wanton leiſure ſip, 
Balmy bliſs to me deny d, 
On my Sylvia's pouting lip, 


See from ev'ry pore diſtils 
Liquid eſſence of the roſe, 

Pearly drops in ruby rills, 
Each exuding feature ſhows, 
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RECITATIVE» 
Fait Sylv1a as ſhe fat, 
Simper'd attention, underneath her hat, 
Fond love came on apace : 
A gracious grin 
Prolongs her chin, 
And open flew the portal of her face. 
uick down the roſy road 
A little ſubtle god 
Explores the dark abode. 
And ſpite of all her coyneſs, all her art, 
| "9, 68 the ſoft meanders of her heart. 


AiR, 
Heigh ho! Damon, what's come to me ? 
Damon, now's your time to woo me. 
If you woo me now, you'll win me; 
Sure, I think, the Devil's in me. 
I can neither ſtay nor go, 
Damon, now's your time, heigh ho ! 


SONG 258, Tat Brccar. 


A Beggar, a beggar, a beggar Þll be, 


For none live a lite ſo jovial as he. 

gar I was, and a beggar I am, 
A — I'll be, from a beggar I came; 
And if that it happens our trading ſhou'd fall, 
We in the conclath on ſhall beggars be all; 
Tradeſmen are unfortunate in their * 


And few men are thriving but courtiers and players 


A craver my father, a mannder my mother, 
A filer my ſiſter, a filcher my brother, 
A canter my uncle, who values no pelf, 


A lifter my aunt, and a beggar myſelf ; 
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In white wheaten ſtraw, when their bellies were full, 
There I was begotten, twixt tinker and trull ; 
And therefore a jolly bold beggar Vll be, 
For none lives a life ſo jovial as he. 


When boys they come to us, and ſay their intent 1s 
To follow our calling, we ne'er bind em prentice; 
Soon as they come to't we learn 'em to do't, 

We give them a ſtaff and a wallet to boot; 

We lend them our lingo, to crave and to cant, 
So the devil is in it if e'er they can want: 
Therefore he or ſhe that a beggar will be, 
Without an indenture may ſoon be made free. 


We beg for our bread, yet ſometimes it happens 
We feaſt it on pigs, pullets, conies or _ 3 
For churchmen's affairs we are no men- layers, 
We have no religion, yet live by our prayers; 
And oft when we beg and men draw not their 
rſes, | | 
We charge and give fire with a volley of curſes ; 
The devil confound your good worſhip we cry, 
And ſuch a bold brazen-face beggar am I. 


We do things in ſeaſon, and have ſo much reaſon, 
We raiſe no rebellion, nor ever talk treaſon ; 

We bill with our mates at very low rates, 

Yer ſome keep their quarters as high as their gates, 
Wich Shenkin or Morgan or Lounſman or Teague, 
We into no covenant enter, or league; 

Aud therefore a jolly bold beggar I'll be, 

For none leads a life ſo jovial as he. 


For ſuch petty pledges as ſhirts from the hedges, 
We never do fear being drawn upon ledges ; 
Let lometimes the whip does make us to Kip, 
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And then we from tithing to tithing do trip; b 
But when in a poor boozing ken we do bib it, rea 


We are more afraid of the ttocks than the gibbet; I Bot ne. 
And if from the ſtocks we keep out our feet, * we 
We fear not the compter, king's- bench, or the fleet. * 
sometimes we frame ourſelves to be lame, _— 


And when a coach comes we hop to our game; 
We ſeldom miſcarry, nor ever do marry, 

By gown, common-prayer, or clerk-directory : THR 7 
But Simon and Suſan, like birds of a feather, 

They laugh and they kiſs and they lie down to- 80 dread 


But we 


gether; . 5 
Like pigs in the peas entangled they lie, hoy l 
And there they begot ſuch a bold rogue as I. But inſte 
He ramn 
S ON G 259. In this g 
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h | Ye ſquire 
Tam Marti quam Mercurio. And thin 
; i Enrich y. 
Sing not of Roman or Grecian mad games, Learn Gr 
The Pythian Olympic, and ſuch like hard names; 


Your patience a while with ſubmiſſion I beg, 
I ftrive but to honour the feaſt of Coll. Reg. 
Derry down, down, down, derry down 


No Thracian brawls at our rites ever prevail, 
We temper our mirth with plain ſober mild ale; 
The tricks of old Circe deters us from wine; 
Tho' we honour a boar, we won't make ourſelves 


ſwine. Derry down, Ge. 
Great 
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Great Milo was famous for ſlaying his ov, 
Yet he prov'd but an aſs in cleaving of blocks; 
But we had a hero, for all hings was fit, 
Our motto diſplays both his valour and wit. 


Stout Hercules labour'd, and look'd mighty big 

When he ſlew the half: ſtarv'd erymanthian Pig, 

But we can relate ſuch a ſtratagem taken, 

That the ſtouteſt of boars, cou'd not /ave his owns 
bacon. | 


So dreadful this briſtle-back'd foe did appear, 

You'd have ſworn he had got the wrong pig by 
the ear; 

But inſtead of avoiding the mouth of the beaſt, 

He ranim'd in a volume, and cry'd—-Gracam eff. 


In this gallant action ſuch fortitude ſhewn is, 
As proves him no coward, or tender Adonis; 
No armour but Logic ; by which we may find 
That Logic's the bulwark of body and mind. 


Ye ſquires that fear neither hills nor rough rocks, 
And think you're full wiſe, when ye outwit a fox; 
Enrich your poor brains and expoſe them no more, 
Learn Greek, and ſeek glory from hunting the boar. 

Derry down, Oe. 
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WIG that's full, an empty ſkull, 
| A box of burgamot; 
A hat ne'er made to fit the head, 
No more than that to plot: 
A hand that's white, a ring that's right, 
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A ſword-knot, patch and feather ; 
A gracious {mile, and grounds and oil, 
Do very well together. 


A ſmatch of French, but none of ſenſe, 
Alt conqu”ring airs and graces ; 
A tune that.thrills, a leer that kills, 
Stol'n flights and borrow'd phraſes ; 
A chariot gilt, to wait on jilt, 
An aukward pace and carriage ; 
A foreign tour, domeſtic whore, 
And mercenary marriage. 


A limber ham, with d—mme, ma'am, 
A ſmock-face, tho” a tann'd one; 
A peaceful ſword, not one wiſe word, 
But ſtare and prate at random; 
Duns, baſtards, claps, and amorous ſcraps 
Of Czhlia and Amadis, 
Toſs up à beau, that grand ragou, 
That hotch-potch for the ladies. 


SONG 261. 
A Free Mas on's Song. 
NCE I was blind and cou'd not ſee, 


And all was dark around ; 
But providence did pity me, 
And ſoon a friend I found; 
Thro' ſecret paths my friend me led; 
Such paths as babblers never tread, 


All ſtumbling blocks he took away, 
That I might walk ſecure ; 


And brought me long ere break of day, 


To wiſdom's temple door; 


Where 
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Where there we both admittance found, 
To myſtic paths on hallow'd ground, 


Tho' haughty in my bold attempt, 
Bleſt thoughts did me alarm; 
Which hinted I was not exempt 
(If raſh) from double harm; 
Which quickly ſtopt my riſing pride, 
And made me truſt more to my guide, 


in ſolenin pace I was led up, 
And paſs'd thro? the bright dome, 
But ſoon I was obliged to ſtop, 
Till I myſelf made known; 
Then round in ancient form was brought, 
For to obtain that which I ſought. 


With humble heart in proper form, 
I liſten'd with good will; 
And found, inſtead of noiſe and ftorm, 
That all was huſh'd and ſtill; 
And ſoon a heav'nly ſound did hear, 
That quite diſpell'd all doubt and fear. 


The guardian of this myſtic charm, 
In ſhining jewels Creſt ; 
Said, that I need fear no harm, 
If faithful was my breaſt; 
For tho' to rogues he was ſevere, 
No harm an honeſt man need fear. 


Bright wiſdom from his awful throne, 
Bid darkneſs to withdraw; 
No ſooner ſaid but it was done, 
And then —-great things I ſaw ; 
But what they were—-l now won't tell, 
But ſafely in my breaſt ſhall dwell. 
Gg 2 
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Then round and round me did he tie 
An ancient noble charm ; 
Which future darkneſs will defy, 
And ward off cowans? harm; 
With inſtruments in number three, 
To learn the art of Geometry. 
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S'ONG 262, Another. 
FNOME fill up a bumper, and let it go round, 
2 Let mirth and good fellowſhip always abound 

| And let the world ſee, 
That free-maſonry, 
Doth teach hone hearts to be jovial and free. 


Our lodge now compos'd of honeſt free hearts, 
Our maſter moſt fieely his ſecrets imparts ; 

And ſo we improve, 

In knowledge and love, 
By help from the mighty grand matter above. 


Let honour and friendſhip eternally reign, 

Let each brother maſon the truth ſo maintain; 
That all may agree, 
'That free-maſonry, 

Doth teach honeſt hearts to be jovial and free. 


In mirth and good fellowſhip we will agree, 

For none are more bleſt or more happy than we; 
And thus we'll endure, 
While our actions are pure, 


Kind heaven thoſe bleſſings to us doth inſure. 
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SONG 263. _Maccie's Tochzx. 


19 meal was dear ſhort ſyne, 
We buckl'd us a' the gither; * 
And Maggie was in her prime, 
When Willie made courtſhip till her; 
Twa piſtals charg'd begueſs, 

To gre the courting ſhot ; 

And ſyne came. ben the laſs, 

wr ſwats drawn frae the butt, 

He firſt ſpeard at the guidman, 

And ſyne at Giles the mither, 

An ye wad gi's a bit land, 
We'd buckle us e'en the gither. 


My doughter ye ſhall hae, 
Pll gre you her by the hand; 
But I'll part wi' my wife by my fae, 
Or I part wi' my land, 
Your tocher it fall be good, 
There's n ne ſall hae its maik, 
The laſs bound in her ſnood, 
And Crumie wha kens her ſtake: 
With an auld bedden o' claiths, 
Was left me by my mither, 
They're jet black o'er wi' flaes, 
Ye may cuddle in them the gither. 


Ye ſpeak right well, guidman, 
But ye maun mend your hand, 
And think o' modeſty, 

Gin yell not quat your land: 
We are but young, ye ken, 

And now we're gawn the gither, 
A houſe 1s butt and benn, 


And Crumie will want her fother. bu 
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The bairns are coming on, 
And they'll cry, O their mither ! 


We have nouther pat nor pan, 


But four bare legs the gither. 


Your tocher's be good enough, 


For that ye need na fear, 


T wa good ſtilts to the pleugh, 


And ye your ſell maun ſteer: 
Ye ſhall hae twa good pocks 
That anes were o' the tweel, 
The t' ane to had the groats, 
The ither to had the meal: 


With an auld kiſt made of wands, 


And that ſall be your coffer, 
Wi' aiken woody bands, 


And that may haud your tocher. 


Conſider well, guĩdman, 
We hae but borrow'd gear, 
The horſe that I ride on 
Is Sandy Wilſon's mare : 

The ſaddle's nane of my ain, 
An thae's but borrow'd boots, 
And whan that I gae hame, 

I maun take to my coots 

The clock 1s Geordy Watt's, 
That gars me look ſae crouſe ; 
Come fill us a cogue of ſwats, 
We'll mak na mair toom rouſe. 


I like you well, young lad, 
For telling me ſae plain, 
] married when little I had, 
O' gear that was my ain, 
But ſin that things are ſae, 
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The bride ſhe maun come furth, . 
Tho a' the gear ſhe'll hae, 
It'll be but little worth, 
A bargain it maun be, 
Fy cry on Giles the mither : 
Content am I, quo” ſhe, 
E'en gar the hiſſie come hither, 


The bride ſhe gade till her bed, 
The bridegroom he came till her; 
The fiddler crap in at the fit, 

An they cuddl'd it a' the gither. 


— 
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ET ſoldiers fight for pay or praiſe, 
And money be the miſer's wiſh, 
Poor ſcholars Rudy all their days, 
And gluttons glory in their diſh, 
'Tis wine, pure wine, revives the ſoul ; 
Therefore give us the charming bowl. 


Let minions marſhal every hair, 

And in a lover's lock delight, 
And artificial colours wear; 

Pure wine is native red and white. 
Tis wine, pure wine, revives the ſoul ; 


Therefore give us the charming bowl. 


The backward ſpirit it makes brave, 
That lively, which before was dull; 
Opens the heart that loves to ſave, 
And kindneſs flows from cup brimful. 
"Tis wine, pure wine revives the foul ; 
Therefore give us the charming bowl. 
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Some men want youth, and others health, 
Some want a wiie and ſome a punk; 
Some men want wit, and others wealth, 
But they want nothing who are drunk, 
Tis wine, pure wine, revives the ſoul, 
Therefore give us the charming bowl. 
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' By Mr. Groxck Al EXAN DER STEVENS. 


USH about the briſk bowl, 'twill enliven the 
eart, ; 
While thus we fit round on the Stay! 5 
What buſineſs have I an old ſong to impart, 
When I, firs, a new one can ſay, can ſay, 


When I, firs, a new one can ſay, | 


What ſhall I firſt ſay, or what ſhall I firſt do ? 
Or what beſt will my bad voice become? 
Why faith, firs, 11 ſtrive by my verſes to ſnew, 

That life is alas! but a Hum, &c. 


Children weep at their birth, and old men when 
they die, 
At death they moſt wretched look glum ; 
At our entrance and exit we equally cry, 
Which proves our life's plainly a Hum, &c. 


Beho!d the coquette, with a circle beſet, 


Fiſk for hearts by the bait of her bloom; 


he 
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Tho' ſhe melts in each look, as by each lover 
took, | 
Yet her ſoftneſs is merely a Hum, &c. 


Law —_— you ſee, will make ſure of their 


No advice to you gratis will come; 


Nay, the court proves it true, money only will do, 
For merit without it's a Hum, &c. 4A 


* pretend that your fortunes they ll 
mend, 
And vow to your ſervice they'll come ; 
But be you in need, and you'll find that indeed, 
Modern friendſhip is merely a Hum, &c. 


When ſome ladies kneel, ſmall devotion they feel, 
(But let us be modeſt and mum) 

At the altar they bow, but tis only for ſhew, 
Religion with them is a Hum, &c. 


In a Hum let's keep off (ill we ve liquor enough) 
Our landlord, from ent'ring the room: 

In the joke to ſucceed, we'll declare to Jack Speed, 
That his reckoning we'll pay by a W 2 


We are hum'd from dur birth, till +l hum'd 
into earth, 
To an end of our jokes then we come : 
Take your glaſs ns briſk brother, and PII taks 
another, 
And let's make the moſt of a Hum, a Hum, 
And let's make the moſt of a Hum. 
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Bux Mr. Grorce ALEXANDER STEVENS. 


And fair-fac'd commanders ſleep fearleſs 
of ſcars, - 
Lads, liſt under love, and your leſſons PII teach, 
To your breaſt-work advance, boys ; and batter in 
breach. | | 
Sing tantara-rara toaſts all, toafts all, 


N OW. Europe enjoys a repoſe from her wary 


*Tis Venus commands, for engagement prepare, 
In Cupid's campaigns, our foes are all fair; 
As fair let us fight, and make proper ſeizure, 
{Here's à health to our enſign the ſtandard of 
3 Picture. 


The wiſh of the ſportſman ſhall firſt be recounted, 


The lover in this toaſt has likewiſe a ſhare, 
For he, huntſman like, is for ſeizing the hare, 


Ve ſportſmen whoſe ſtomachs for feeding are fit, 
Come here, and I'Il give you four hams on one 
We ..£ | 
5 And leaſt you ſhould think yourſelves not fully 
fitted. | 
Here's the meat that beſt baſtes itſelf when tis 
„ beſt ſpitted! 


Charge wich bumpers in hand, to your lips the 
glaſs lift, 
ay we never want courage when put to a ſhift ! 
And that we may never of happineſs miſs, 
May we kiſs whom we pleaſe, and pleaſe whom 
- —"WeE ne! 


Like him, each fair lady loves well to be mounted: 
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Ye bucks ! once again let your glaſſes be ſein d, 
Here's thee ye that weeps moſt, when tis beſt and 

moſt pleas d! — 
And ſtill to go on with my favourite theine, ” PN 
Here's to dying virginity unction Extreme 1-, = 8 77 


One health my brave boys, with your leave, 1 = * 
teach, pI 
n view let's have pleaſure, but ne'er out of reach ; BE 
Here's the neſt in the buſh, and the buſh's beſt 
friend, 7 
And the bird who his life in that neſt Toves to 
ſpend. fg 


E 


et us now toaſt ſome females ; the firſt my muſe 
greets | ns” 
the bookbinder's wife who well ditches] in ſheets! | 
Next the brown female er, who the harveſt 
will hand in, 
and ſo well does her work, not an handful leaves 


ſtanding. 


ere's the miller's wife's muſic! worth all other 
tones, 
yen the fluice is ſet open will ſtrong grind the 
ſtones : 1 
o the maker of baſkets ! his wit s worth a bottle, 
Who ſtrips down the bark, and ” ſafe keeps the 
wattle. 
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o the laſs that's lamb-like be a bumper replete, -- 
ho ſtill wags her tail while ſhe ſucks at the teat + = 
Here's the ring of Hans Carvel, may every buck... 

win it; = 

ind to both equal j joy in the critical minute! A 


Next 
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Hel te lan inc KG 4B 0 
guard 
To keep the ones clean and wellifccur 4 
And her architect iter, the joy of all people, 
Who the ſtones tan replace when ſh has pally 


* don the eeple : * : 


ner ge de wife ! who her babes 

e frien 

And carefully 4 what he plentiful . 
Here s the beſt of the lexes when both frequen 


wy 
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K rally; 
1-8 Here's the clean ' 
1.8 pretty 3 that's bail 
| # : . {mock alley | | 4 


| =—_ | Here . who 2 at * deſpairs, 

| * Who a coney can hit midſt a million of hate hairs ! 

_ 28 Here's the wonder of roots f fit for ladies to ſpan, 
| That boys. 'twixt two ſtanes in the fam'd Iſle of 


* Here's Bathſheba's. cockpit! where David ſtood 
| centry 3 
Eve's cuſtom-houſe ! where Adam made the firſt 


entry 3 
Here's the rough road of love, to the ſmooth' 
Waterfall! 
Nay, here's that in plain terms and that's one 
word for all 1 


Remember, lads, life's but a ſummer's ſhort day, 
Then whileour youth ſhines, letus joyful make hay; 
oy is all we live for, let'sequally ſhare it, 
Jere's the harveſt of life, love, wit, and good conn 
_ Sing faztara-rara Og. al, toafts all. 
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